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PROLOGUE. 



This volume is a departure from tJie usual 
lines of literature. While it is based upon the 
visionary in some chapters, there are many 
truisms herein which ard unexaggerated reflec- 
tions from the mirror of every day life. 

The author desires to emphatically disavow 
any intention of sacrilege in the compilation 
of these ideas. Ever since he was taught, in 
childhood days, to lisp a prayer at his mother's 
knee he has entertained profound respect for 
religious teachings. It is to be hoped that 
nothing upon these pages will shock the sensi- 
bilities of even the most Puritanical. 

People go through life from the crib to the 
churchyard, many of whom live to comb gray 
hair, before they are planted beneath six 'feet 
of cemetery clay. According to popular theory, 
there are two final destinations for the soul of 
humanity. One sign board points to eternal 
happiness amid glorified spirits. The other 
points to a sizzle in the Plutonian furnace. 



With this inspiration and a desire to present 
food for reflection in the form of a "short 
order" lunch that will not produce literary 
dyspepsia, the writer respectfully submits Off 
THE Face of the Eabth for the consideration 
of the dear public. 

In conclusion the sLuthor desires to voice the 
sentiment presented in Halpine's happy words: 

I'd rather know the lines I penned, 
Made one hour pass more cheerily, 
More lightly and less wearily. 
Than know that readers drearily. 
Went blubbering on from end to end. 



OFF THE FACE 



OF THE EARTH. 



CHAPTER I. 



A EELIGIOUS MAVERICK. 




SOGER RUSH was a newspaper man. 
He chased the fugitive item in that 
hot-bed of modem . journalism — the city of 
New York. 

He was a member of ' 'the church without a 
steeple;" that big sanctuary to which so many 
worldly people belong. Roger came from good 
stock. His father was a Presbyterian of the old 
school. His mother was a Methodist — one of 
the kind that dies but never surrenders. 

These fond and indulgent parents, each 
with unbending loyalty to their respective 
religions, had frequently discussed the future 
faith of their only son. 

Was he to be a Methodist or Presbyterian? 
That was the question. The father had rumin- 
ated on the subject over his pipe. The mother 
had often had day dreams with reference 
thereto, over her knitting needles. Then 
followed the argument over the merits of the 
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respective religious denominations. Those de- 
bates were invariably * 'declared a draw" upon 
each occasion. 

Finally, by mutual agreement, the choice of 
church was indefinitely postponed to await the 
arrival of Roger at an age when he could decide 
a question upon which parental sentiment was 
so hopelessly divided. 

Roger willingly acquiesced. Time sped 
with customary space. Years passed over his 
head with multiplicity until he reached man's 
estate. But he failed to cast the deciding vote. 

Thus matters drifted along until now, in the 
prime of manhood, he had not been gathered 
into the pastor's herd, but roamed as a * 'relig- 
ious maverick" — without a brand. 

Roger Rush, although Bohemian in his incli- 
nations, was nevertheless a God-fearing man. 
He was one of Nature's noblemen. His press 
badge covered a heart of liberal dimensions. 
While wedded to nothing but his ambition to 
have a good time and some day achieve dis- 
tinction in his professional calling, he bowed 
with reverence to the teachings of the Cross. 
He pitied the poor and aided the unfortunate 
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whenever in his power so to do. He always 
had a coin for the blind man who ground out 
a miserable existence, (and still worse music) at 
the curb. Believing in the theory that a man 
should enjoy himself while he lived, because he 
would be a long time dead — he practiced it. 

Honor to old age; honesty as a policy in all 
dealings; eternal justice between man and 
man; respect for the gentle dignity of virtuous 
womanhood; hatred of hypocrisy; charity and 
true broad guage Americanism — that was his 
creed. 

Roger believed in smoking in this world and 
not in the next. While never a victim of 
alcoholic prostration in either its primary, or 
tertiary stages, he now and then took a glass of 
liquor with a friend. He was one of the few 
men who could control habits and not indulge 

in either nicotine or beverages to excess. 

* ^ ^ ^ 

It was Roger's 30th birthday. He had 
celebrated the event by taking a day's surcease 
from reportorial toil on the Daily Scoop, 

When he reached his bachelor apartments 
that night a large express package awaited him. 
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One glance at the penmanship on the tag 
revealed the fact that his dear old mother in 
the distant western home had not forgotten the 
straggling son in the great metropolis. 

With fingers thrilled with anticipation he 
broke the seal and soon reached the center of 
the package. 

An ejaculation of joy burst from his lips. 
For there, before his enraptured gaze, was a 
cake that looked larger than a cyclorama build- 
ing — rounded with symmetrical beauty and 
topped with a generous coating of immaculate 
white — it was a picture that would moisten the 
mouth of an epicure. 

Assured that it was not an optical illusion, 
the recipient smacked his lips and then turned 
with a tender glance of gratitude toward a 
cabinet photograph of a kindly old lady, which 
was encased in a plush frame on his dresser. 

"God bless you, mother!" murmured the 
delighted son with a ring of appreciation in his 
voice, '*my favorite cake, too — angel's food, such 
as only a mother's loving hands can make. " 

Notwithstanding the fact that he had par- 
taken of a hearty supper at an up town cafe, 
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Roger surveyed the maternal gift with a long- 
ing look and finally demonstrated his apprecia- 
tion of the remembrance by partaking of a 
quarter section. 

It touched the right spot. He took another 
slice. Each piece seemed to possess a dozen 
tongues and each tongue seemed to cry for 
more. 

Endowed with a vigorous appetite which he 
carried with him upon all occasions, and gifted 
with an unlimited capacity for angel's food, 
Roger continued to hurl slices of the birthday 
cake down his throat with heroic indifference 
to dyspepsia. 

It was far into the night ere the young man 
extended clemency to the surviving fragments 
of his mother's gift and found an overlooked 
card bearing the following simple inscription : 

"Thirty years of age to-day, my dear boy and still a 
religious maverick. This, as you see, is angel's food. If you 
dream of your hereafter to-night, may it be a pleasant vision 
with good results and create an inclmation in your heart to 
make that long deferred choice of church. 

Your affectionate, 

Mother." 

'A strong maternal hint indeed!" solilo- 
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Quized Roger as he sat in a meditative mood in 
his favorite chair, **I'll wager that she is on her 
knees in my behalf this very night. If there is 
anything that makes the devil sneak, it is a 
praying mother." 

'*Well, she is right, bless her heart," said 
the young man as he stretched his arms to their 
full length and yawned, in a dreamy reverie, 
** What if I should die to-night? Would my fate 
be paradise or perdition? Would I be an angel 
in the companionship of the risen saints or 
would I be a red winged, living trade mark of 
deviled ham? Pleasant dreams. Humph! They 
say that a chunk of wedding cake will produce 
a panorama with Morpheus as scene shifter. I 
wonder what will be the results of my over- 
indulgence in angel's food." 

Roger prepared to retire for the night. 
Looking at his watch he saw that it was just 
one o'clock. Turning off the incandescent 
light, he crawled between the sheets, and after 
murmuring a prayer, which was more periodical 
than regular, he nestled his head upon the 
pillow and was soon in the arms of the powerful 
king of slumber. 
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The sleeper paid the penalty of his appetite. 
He had "the dream of his life" — a peep into 
destiny. The pictures that were painted upon 
the canvas of his memory by the deft hand of 
Morpheus are described in detail in succeeding 
chapters of this book — a fleeting panorama of 
a trip Off the {'ace of the Earth. 



CHAPTER II. 



ON A HIGH HORSE. 




^H£ demand of modem journalism had 
caused a feverish competition among 
the public prints of New York. 

The Daily Whirl had successfully sent Nellie 
Fly around the world to beat the record of 
globe trotters. The Tri-Daily Sensation had 
rushed a man to the front to breast the chilling 
zephyrs of the Arctic region, with instructions 
to plant the American flag and a copy of the 
"noon edition" on the nose of the North Pole, 
while the Evening Alert had . equipped an ex- 
pedition of submarine divers to find the long 
lost and sea-soaked body of McGinty, whose 
fatal Sunday stroll will always live in history. 

Hoffman Hustle, managing editor of the 
Daily Scoop, sat in his sanctum ruminating on 
the fact that unless his paper kept pace with 
the stride of journalistic progress, the circula- 
tion affidavit man would have an opportunity of 
joining the great army of unemployed. This 
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cold realization stared him squarely in the face. 
The Scoop must touch the skirts of Fame or else 
change its name and step to the rear as a back- 
number newspaper. 

A happy thought struck the managing 
editor, and he in turn, struck the desk with his 
fist. 

"I'll do it!" he exclaimed with an energy 
born of despair, ''Modern journalism can ac- 
complish anything. The people nowadays are 
enveloped in an intellectual storm which calls 
for electrical achievements of the press. Dante 
has written up Inferno and Milton has pictured 
Paradise. Bob IngersoU now parades around 
the country as the greatest one-man show on 
earth and denounces the stories of Dante and 
Milton as '*fakes" of the rankest character. 
What an opportunity! The Scoop will send a 
man among the angels and get out a special 
edition of interviews. There is Hell enough 
ON earth and people want something new. 
Reporter Rush is a man of metallic nerve. He 
has never failed on an assignment yet. I'll put 
him to the crucial test of his courage and 
tenacity now." 
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Drawing his cigar to a fresh light, Editor 
Hustle sat in a meditative mood for several 
minutes. The question of transportation both- 
ered him. There were many roads to Heaven 
and the interstate commerce law offered no 
obstacles in this instance, but the roads were 
sanctified paths of religion and impassable to 
mortals. An eminent scientist had said that 
after attaining a certain altitude, a man could 
live without food and sleep. How could he get 
his man above the clouds to a sufficient height 
to accomplish the object of the lofty mission? 
For weeks the energetic editor searched for 
an answer to that question. Finally his per- 
severance was rewarded by an accidental 
reference to Grecian history. Within two 
months thereafter his pet project became a 
reality. Roger Rush was called in. Arrange- 
ments were hastily perfected. It was a hazard- 
ous undertaking, but if it proved successful — it 

meant the master triumph of enterprise. 

* * * * 

Outwardly calm, but with a ghastly paleness 
overspreading the forced smile upon his face, 
Roger Rush sat in a gilt saddle upon the back 
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of Pegasus, the famous winged horse which in 
earlier days threw Bellerophon and then con- 
tinued his flight to Heaven with an empty 
saddle. Overcome evidently with horse sense 
or the tingling of a restless remorse, the winged 
steed had returned to Greece after these many 
years, when a European agent of the Daily 
Scoop discovered the identity of the sacred 
speeder of the skies and shipped him to New 
York. Like a liberated carrier pigeon, this 
horse would doUghtless fly back to Paradise, 
or else the Grecian legend was a travesty on 
truth. 

Thus equipped with transportation facilities 
of speed that excelled either steam or elec- 
tricity, the representative of up-to-date journal- 
ism prepared for his journey on the sacred 
White Horse which had, in the meantime, been 
tamed and bridled. To guard against a 
repetition of Bellerophon's fate, Roger wore an 
immense belt around his waist which was 
buckled to the saddle. A helmet, especially 
made for the purpose, was placed upon his head 
to prevent dizziness, or loss of breath from the 
rapid ascent, while as a matter of precaution 
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against the possible error of science, some 
rations were strapped upon the horse's back. 

An immense parachute for emergencies 
completed the accoutrements of the journey. 

Hoflfman Hustle surveyed the outfit with 
pride. Stepping forward he grasped Roger's 
hand in a warm embrace within both of his own. 

*'Do or die," he said in an earnest tone, 
''everything depends upon this, the greatest 
effort of your life." 

Roger bit his lips with heroic determination. 

"I'll do it, at the cost of my life," was his 
grim reply. 

A few moments later, the signal for ascent 
was given. Pegasus spread his mighty wings 
and with a shake of his fleecy mane shot like 
an arrow toward the clouds. 

As the steeples of "greater New York" grew 
dim beneath him and the big bridge faded 
into a streak that resembled a barbed wire 
fence, Roger Rush, the pilgrim of a progressive ' 
PRESS, kissed his finger tips in fond adieu to the 
bustling metropolis of the Nation of Nations. 
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CHAPTER III. 

A PHCENIX FROM HELL. 

•^>^1^^S the trusty Pegasus continued his 
winged flight Heavenward, requiring 
neither whip or spur to accelerate speed of 
marvelous swiftness, the face of the earth 
was lost to view below the shifting clouds. 
The flying horse suddenly slackened his speed 
in terror. 

The cause of his fright was soon apparent. 
Roger patted him encouragingly upon his 
arched neck, but the animal pranced with 
dilated nostrils and flapped his wings with list- 
less timidity as he gazed at an odd looking 
object which suddenly appeared in the skies a 
few rods ahead. Roger leaned forward and 
saw a hideous freak, half woman— half bird — 
circling with scarlet wings above the soul of a 
man who was making hampered progress 
Heavenward. 

With horrified curiosity, horse and rider 
watched the strange creature. Its wings flap- 
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ped vigorously and a closer inspection revealed 
the fact that they had been scorched. 

The body was that of a bird — Phoenix-like 
in appearance. Long talons, each sharper than 
serpentine teeth, clutched the air with frenzied 
impatience. 

The face and head of the creature were 
those of a woman, comparatively young in 
years, but a veteran in vice. 

Notwithstanding the fact that the finger 
prints of sin had obliterated the lines of beauty 
that evidently once existed on her face, there 
were lingerings of a better life, visible — a few 
surviving ruins of decent womanhood. 

With riveted interest the pilgrim of the 
press looked on that face again. It was 
familiar. Where had he seen those features 
before? Suddenly the answer flashed into 
memory. 

It was the face of a woman of the half world 
— a poor wretch who had sunk to the depths 
of moral depravity in New York, a friendless 
''hand painted" fairy who had less than one 
year before, ended her shame with a fatal dose 
of morphine. Upon that occasion she had left 
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a letter to the press, and coroner, telling the 
pitiable story of her downfall. Koger recalled 
the contents of that pathetic farewell. His 
thoughts reverted back to that dreary drizzling 
night when the rain, like tears from Heaven, 
patted a dismal dirge against the window panes 
of the morgue, when he and several other 
reporters sat with silent pity, looking upon the 
ghastly features of this friendless woman as she 
laid upon the gruesome cooling board beneath 
the dismal light of the deadhouse. 

He recalled even the moisture in the eyes of 
the coroner — a man with a heart of oak, when 
that official finished reading the letter penned 
to him by the unfortunate woman in her last 
hour of despair. 

Even the reporters, accustomed to many 
scenes of grief and hardened to sights at the 
morgue, took up a collection and placed a floral 
tribute on her coffin, after the story of her life 
became known tQ them. 

Gifted by nature with beauty and raised to 
young womanhood amid respectability, a singer 
with a voice of sweet virginity in the village 
choir, she was the pride of her friends and 



32 OFF THE FACE OF THE EABTH. 

the joy of a surviving parent — her dear old 
father. 

This old man was at one time well supplied 
with worldly goods, but a sequence of business 
reverses had reduced him to physical bank- 
ruptcy as well as financial ruin. 

He was still an honorable citizen in the days 
of his decline and wore a beard long and 
frosted with the finger prints of Time. He often 
pointed to this long symbol of old age with the 
significant remark that it was always a re- 
minder, before his eyes, to do nothing that 
would ever stain its white hairs with dishonor. 

The only daughter was his comfort. One 
day a stroke of paralysis made him a helpless 
invalid. After a brief illness death relieved 
him from all earthly pain and poverty. 

Thrown upon the world — the daughter of a 
comparative pauper — this young woman, like 
thousands of others, left her New England 
home to seek a living in the great city. 

The song of the shirt had a regular choms 
of sighs for bread, from the lips of an over- 
worked and underpaid girl. 

In despair she discarded the needle and 
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secured a position behind the counter of a 
mercantile establishment at the customary 
weekly stipend paid to female clerks, barely 
sufficient to keep her body and soul together — 
a challenge to virtue — the primary wages of 
sin in many instances. 

For months she struggled against poverty. 
One day she met her fate in the store. He had 
the urTDane veneer of a gentleman, but subse- 
quent events proved that it covered the heart of 
a villain. 

This representative of the evil tendencies of 
nature taunted the young girl with the baubles 
of wealth . At first she repulsed his advances 
with sacred regard for her dead father's 
memory, and refused to dishonor a name which 
he had carried unsullied to the grave. This 
only increased her admirer's persistency. 
Finally he put on the confidence mask (worn 
by many a deceiver) and promised to marry 
her. 

The scheming admirer redoubled his atten- 
tions and placed a ring upon her finger with 
the smooth voiced song of love in disguise- 
He plucked the provincial Bose from the 

3 
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bush of Virtue and then, withered with shame, 
she fell a captive at his feet. In apartments 
furnished with trappings of wealth, the pretty 
shop girl became the duped queen of a gilded 
nursery of sin. Months passed. Money, dia- 
monds, silks and satins — all were at her disposal. 

Often, during intervals of remorse, the 
young woman could fancy the ghost of her 
father rising from his grave and imploring her, 
with clasped hands, to retrace her steps. 

With tears in her eyes she implored her 
lover to marry her, as he had often promised to 
do, when she manifested an inclination to 
renounce her life. 

Then came the sequel — a story old and often 
told. Man's duplicity turned fascination to 
indifference. Desertion quickly followed. 

The mask of the sheep's face was removed 
and the wolf of lasciviousness was revealed in 
all his hideous reality. He confessed that he 
was a married man and had simply used her as 
a toy — a mere plaything to gratify his lust and 
then be tossed aside. 

In despair, the wronged woman bravely 
made an effort to secure work in honorable 
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channels, but a glance at the "want column" 
in the papers after a week's fruitless search for 
employment sickened her hope. Discouraged 
and deserted, she left the narrow path of sin 
and stepped into the broad boulevard of 
wickedness, which has a down grade to Death 
and is strewn with empty wine bottles, cham-i 
pagne corks and moral turpitude. Her miser- 
able life from that period was a quickstep 
dance into the outstretched arms of Satan. 

She became totally depraved and went from 
bad to worse. From champagne to beer. From 
the brownstone to the Bowery gutter. Finally 
remorse prescribed a relief from the torments of 
wrecked womanhood and guided her trembling 
fingers to deposit her last coin on a druggist's 
counter, where she purchased a few grains that 
emancipated her from shame. 

With her dying breath she cursed the man 
who ruined her, and made a threat that she 
would rise like a Phoenix from the ashes of 
Perdition to find the cause of her downfall and 
arrest the flight of his soul when he died and 
drag it, with that of her own, to final cinera- 
tion in the fires of Hades. 
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How faithfully she kept that vow! Here 
above the clouds the spirit of the woman had 
become the soul of Vengeance, a veritable 
Phoenix from Hell, hovering over all that was 
left of the serpent that had destroyed her 
virtue on earth. 

Koger's thoughts were interrupted by a gib- 
bering shriek of triumph from the Phoenix, as 
the latter pounced upon its prey. With talons 
deeply imbedded in the villain's soul and a 
vigorous flapping of its scarlet wings, the 
Phoenix dragged the libertine down to the 
mutual fate that awaited them both in Satan^s 
realm. 



OHAPTEK IV. 

NOT AN ADAMLESS EDEN. 

mH^S the scarlet winged soul of Vengeance 
faded from view and the echoes of its 
victim's agonizing shrieks were dimmed by dis- 
tance, the Heavenly flyer regained his equipoise 
and continued the journey with a meteoric 
celerity that defied mileage. 

Cloud after cloud in the higher strata were 
passed with rapid regularity. While piercing 
one cloud of unusual density, Koger inhaled 
the odor of factory smoke. 

"Precious industrial incense," murmured 
the pilgrim as he snuffed the air with delight, 
'^especially during these times of commercial 
stagnation, when many factory smokestacks are 
standing empty, and rearing their idle black 
heads in the air like lonesome monuments to 
the memory of hard times caused by a stupen- 
dous scare, while bank vaults are groaning 
with timid gold and workmen are crying for 
bread." 
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Onward — upward, sped horse and rider to 
dizzy heights. Roger reeled several times. The 
trip was making great inroads on his endur- 
ance. The swiftness of the steed, and lofty 
altitude were telling upon his fortitude. He 
grew weak and dizzy, but rallied with phenom- 
enal determination. But suddenly he was 
overcome and fell forward in a faint. 

With an embrace prompted by self-preserva- 
tion he threw his arms around the neck of 
Pegasus. Grim tenacity placed a superhuman 
strength in his muscles. Then all was black as 
the ten spot of spades. How long he remained 
thus the pilgrim did not know. 

But the plucky Roger was not doomed to 
perish in the prime of his mission. There was 
a sudden flash of light as though a blaze of 
glory, and then amid a halo of sunbeams of 
dancing gold dust — an angel appeared, like a 
Samaritan of the skies — a pearl dropped from 
Paradise into the lap of despair. Roger was 
resuscitated from his insensibility by the blast 
of a trumpet and stared in amazement at the 
angelic visitor. The latter touched both horse 
and rider twice with his trumpet and then in a 
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voice of Aeolian sweetness said: * 'Pilgrim, I 
have been sent thither to thus confer upon yon 
the stroke which will give fortitude and 
success — a guard against harm and failure — a 
reward of enterprise. You will require neither 
food, drink or sleep. I will be your guide. I 
am Michel Angelo, an arch angel, and know 
full well the object of your mission." 

The angel guide soared gracefully along at 
the side of Roger. The pilgrim rubbed his 
hand across his forehead and looked again at 
what appeared to be an optical illusion. Still 
he gazed and still his wonder grew. The angel 
was unlike the pictures which he had seen on 
earth. Michel Angelo wore a closely trimined 
Van Dyck beard. 

Now, according to popular theory, angels 
were all smooth faced — Roger had never, in all 
his life, seen the picture of an angel with a sem- 
blance of whiskers. 

Michel, the angel guide, seemed to be versed 
in the science of reading unuttered thought. 
He read the thoughts that were flitting through 
Roger's brain. Gifted with a magic power of 
speed equivalent to that of Pegasus he had no 
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difficulty in keeping pace with the pilgrim and 
the horse. 

' 'You doubtless think it a strange sight to 
see an angel with hirsute on his chin." 

Roger nodded in the affirmative. Wonder 
held his tongue a captive — mute and powerlesa 

"It is an egregious error of popular fancy 
on earth to think that no men go to Heaven," 
remarked the guide. ' 'Artists in America and 
elsewhere are largely responsible for this 
mistake of mythology. While women and 
children, numerically speaking, predominate in 
the Heavenly population, it is not an Adamless 
Eden by any means." 

With true reportorial instinct, the pilgrim 
asked Michel into what form souls developed 
after leaving the body. 

"When a human dies the body decays in 
the grave and the body crumbles into the 
dust from which it came," was the response. 
' 'But the soul immediately on its flight from 
the body, soars to the gates of Heaven for final 
fate — either acceptance or rejection. The 
soul becomes the duplicate — the spectral re- 
production of the personal individuality which 
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the owner possessed on earth. Souls go by 
different routes to the sacred tribunal that 
decides their future abode. All roads» avenues 
and paths that lead Heavenward, in ordinary 
transit, are but tributary to a grand aerial 
boulevard called the Heavenly Midway, which 
is but a short distance from the gates of Para- 
dise. The broad Midway is the promenade 
which all souls traverse toward the end of 
their ascension. All religious roads center at 
the entrance to this big boulevard, which is 
paved with pearls. Then comes the surging 
rush to the Golden Gates. The deserving are 
admitted. The hopelessly contaminated and 
unrepenting with unlaundered sins are rejected 
and shipped to Hell, 0. O. D. (Cooked On 
Delivery) by a return route on the left of the 
Midway." 

The angel guide abruptly terminated his 
remarks and grasping Roger by the arm, 
diverted his attention to a scene among several 
floating clouds below. 

**Look, pilgrim, look! Behold the fate of the 
souls of Atheism and Herod," exclaimed 
Michel with impressive compassion. 
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In obedience to the request of the guide, 
Roger peered below and saw two spirits whose 
outlines stood out like wriggling silhouettes 
against the white clouds. 

These souls were being tossed about with 
relentless, never-ceasing activity, clutching 
with frenzied hope at passing clouds. 

Their ascension would reach a certain 
height, then they would drop with lightning 
rapidity to seemingly fathomless depths, only 
to rise again and repeat the varying perform- 
ance at the pleasure of the winds. 

'*Those are the two orphans of the skies — 

REPULSED BY HEAVEN AND REJECTED BY HELL," 

explained Michel. * 'One of them is the spirit- 
ual fragments of Atheism, king of unbelievers, 
who reigned on an earthly throne without 
compunction. He denounced the existence of 
a Supreme Divinity, but cheerfully, and with 
unblushing inconsistency accepted silver 
dollars from subjects who were blinded with 
admiration of his eloquence — big round dollars 
upon which was stamped in ineffaceable letters, 
* 'In God we Trust. " 

"With equal fervor he denounced the 
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existence of Hades and thus incurred the 
displeasure of the ruler of the Plutonian 
empire. As a result his soul is a spiritual 
tramp — homeless, hapless and hounded by the 
winds, mixed up in Kansas cyclones one day 
and floating on the fringe of a cloud the next — 
ostracized from rest and doomed to an eternal 
existence of somersaults and terror.'' 

' 'The other is the soul of Herod, the original 
advocate of blood to the bridle bits — the king 
who ordered the slaughter of the innocents, — 
the arch assassin of prattling babyhood. Once 
a year the gates of Heaven are opened to allow 
thousands of babies leav6 of absence, to cluster 
around that homeless soul and mock it in its 
misery." 



CHAPTER V. 



A GEBULEAN TERMINAL. 




[ITH a parting glance of pity the pilgrim 
turned his attention from the strug- 
gling soulfl below to the scenic splendor of the 
sky ahead. 

To the left of the course in the distance was 
the silvery crescent of the moon, upon whose 
face the colossal Lunar outlines of masculine 
physiognomy were much more perceptible than 
any he had seen through a telescope on earth. 

*'Is the moon inhabited?" asked the pilgrim. 

"Only one couple resides there," was the 
Bomewhat laconic reply. 

"A couple did you say?" 

"Yes. There is a man in the moon. Every 
Jack has his Jill and that man is no exception to 
the rule," replied Michel with an angelic grin, 
' 'there is also a woman in yonder planet, or the 
man in the moon wouldn't stay there. " 

* 'There is a couple that has made a success 
of LIGHT housekeeping for years," continued 
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Michel, as the grin widened and developed into 
a dignified laugh. Roger joined in the mirth. 

'*You see even angels engoy a quiet joke," 
said Michel, ' 'people on earth have a mistaken 
idea that Heaven is a place for' long faces and 
whispers. On the contrary, it is the home of 
happiness. There are more smiles than sighs. 
More laughter than groans. It is not exclusive- 
ly a Celestial conservatory of music or a place, 
where enjoyment is suppressed." 

Roger made a note of it. This was another 
revelation that would be read with intensified 
interest by the readers of the Daily Scoop when 
they snatched the extra edition, with spasmodic 
interest, from the newsboys' hands. 

As he continued onward, gazing at the 
silvery sentinel of night, he could not avoid 
thinking of the advantages enjoyed by Mr. and 
Mrs. Moon over earthly couples, in their 
occupancy of an exclusive snap in the sky. 

The man in the moon and his mate had no 
neighbors to talk about them; no servant girl 
problem to solve; no rent to pay or tribulations 
of spring housecleaning ; no change in styles; 
no doctor's bills or divorce lawyers; and the 



r 



46 OFF THE FACE OF THE EARTH. 

man in the moon staid at home evenings with 
his wife, but yet was out every night and saw 
everything that was going on in the world. 

As time and pleasure sped quickly by, 
Roger's attention was attracted to a broad and 
beautiful cerulean terminal, the entrance of 
which was marked by two massive towers, 
domed with tinseled grandeur and entrancing 
embellishments — an arcade that would require 
a quill plucked from an angel's wing to befit- 
tingly describe. 

A labyrinth of roads and i)athways centered 
at the beautiful arcade, beyond which was a 
roadway of marvelous width paved with pearls 
and lined with Easter lilies. 

Thousands of moving objects were drawn 
into this main vortex like a surging wave of 
floating humanity, and then sped on in one 
direction, — a parade of souls. 

' 'The Heavenly Midway, " exclaimed Michel, 
the guide, as the pilgrim sat in silent enchant- 
ment before the festival of beauty, "those 
smaller roads which empty their spiritual con. 
tents into the main channel are the various 
routes of faith from earth. Some are narrow. 
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Others broad. The widest one to the right is 
Unitarian avenue. It is the broad guage line 
to Heaven. That crooked path winding its 
serpentine course through the clouds and strewn 
with washouts, bad bridges and shattered im- 
ages is Heathen's Lane. Chinese immigration 
is thus, to a large measure, successfully re- 
stricted at the gates of Perpetual Glory." 

Impatient to be in the spiritual swim the 
pilgrim gave Pegasus an encouraging word and 
the horse dashed forward with redoubled speed. 

In a short space of time, Roger was within 
the entrance of the Midway, amid a struggling 
mass of phantoms, — a stampede of souls sweep- 
ing onward to the Golden Gates. 




CHAPTER VI. 



THE STAMPEDE OF SOULS. 




|H AT a throng ! From the marble-dotted 
cities of the dead, to the highway of 
Heaven. 

A procession of souls — emanations of the 
flesh — a moving panorama of faces, — a repro- 
duction of personalities, ethereal but life-like 
in appearance. 

Their outlines were from the prototypes of 
forms and garbs that were left in the grave. 

Cosmopolitan in character — census-defying 
in number, — a carnival of creeds and congress 
of nations, gliding on over the pearl paved 
route to an irrevocable fate. Some to pass un- 
challenged through the portals of Eternal Pro- 
gression, — others to be rejected on the threshold 
of perpetual happiness and banished to perma- 
nent exile in Hades. 

On they swept, the number being constantly 
increased by the relentless reaper of Death 
which was mowing down people and causing 
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recruits all over the world. All classes of hu- 
manity were represented in the weird parade, — 
from dimple-cheeked babyhood to ''the lean and 
slippered pantaloon" who hobbled along with 
tottering steps while an atlas of age was upon 
his bent shoulders. 

In the great shuffle at the terminal where 
all the Heavenly routes centered, all denomina- 
tions and nativities were mixed. 

The Roman Catholic brushed elbows with 
the Protestant, — the Baptist, with water soaked 
garments jostled against the Sun Worshipper; 
the Mohammedan collided with the Hindoo; 
while the broad brimmed hat of the Quaker 
touched the feathered war bonnet of the Indian. 

The bachelor linked arms with the Mormon 
with a multiplicity of wives; the High Priest 
of the Big Church was within conversational 
reach of a big jewel in ebony from Africa; the 
miser was fumbling in vain for pockets in his 
shroud; the soul of Labor stood shoulder to 
shoulder with that of Capital; the bootblack in 
his phantom rags rubbed against the velvet 
cased legs of the Fauntleroy. 

Souls bowed in mutual recognition. Weird 
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hands were clasped in friendly greeting. There 
seemed to be but one articulation which came as 
a gift to every one's tongue, and all languages 
were swept into an adoption of English, — which 
seemed to be the official language of the Heav- 
enly Midway. Michel explained that it was 
the language of God's country on earth and 
that it was naturally in vogue in Heaven. 

Relatives embraced each other and enemies 
who "never spoke as they passed by" on earth, 
fell upon each other's necks and buried all ani- 
mosity. Souls that had wronged others on 
earth were busy seeking to square themselves, 
so as to be able to present themselves at the 
gate after a bath of forgivenness from those 
whom they had mistreated. It was a great spec- 
tacle. Roger was spell bound and sighed for 
the eyes of an Argus, that nothing might es- 
cape his vision. 

' 'We will stop for a few moments and watch 
this interesting pageant," said the guide. 

Roger reined Pegasus to a position by the 
roadside where he could command a good view 
of the stampede of souls. 

Michel, the faithful guide, took a position 
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near horse and rider, where he could respond 
to the questions which curiosity and morbid 
interest prompted Roger to ask. 

It was noticed that some souls bore a pecu- 
liar brand — a round black mark about the size 
of the heart of the Japanese flag. 

''What does that signify?" queried Roger in 
a low voice, pointing to a fleeting spirit with a 
black polka dot on his phantom garb. 

Michel shook his head in sorrow. His chin 
dropped on his breast with evident pity. Then 
raising his eyes the guide replied slowly, with 
a voice filled with regret: "Alas! pilgrim, that 
is the monogram of Satan, — the mark of dark 
deeds committed on earth. One of the people 
who has carried sins unwashed to the grave, 
and now appears before the final tribunal, with 
the brand of infamy in plain view. These souls 
are challenged for cause when they appeal 
for clemency. People whose deeds on earth are 
not wickedness in the thirty-third degree or 
who repent before they die, do not bear this 
registration of eventual ostracism. Those sin- 
stained draperies bid fair of being cremated in 
another world. " 
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Other marks were also visible in the aspir- 
ants for harps and halos. Some bore the alpha- 
betical imprint of G — others P. G. — others D. C. 

'*Those letters are emblematical of Good, 
Pretty Good, and Deserve Clemency, " explained 
the guide. * 'Every man, woman and child's 
deeds on earth are registered on their sonls 
when they die, just the same as thought is pho- 
tographed upon the tablets of the memory of 
mortals. " 

"Souls stamped P in gilt letters indicate 
Perfection but you'll lose your eyesight looking 
for them among adults," continued Michel. 
"Noah's record has not been beaten yet, and 
while many people believe that they are entitled 
to wear his discarded mantle, they generally 
find that it is several sizes too large for them 
when they try it on. " 

Two Salvation army souls burst into view 
and the strains of several vociferious Hallelu- 
jahs greeted Roger's ears, accompanied by the 
rattle of a tambourine and the deep mouthed 
enthusiasm of a bass drum. 

"Many people are prejudiced against the red 
breasted and blue f rocked Salvationists," said 
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the guide, "but these religious lung testers 
rescue many a prisoner from the Devil. They 
are consistent in most instances and their 
church is not a millinery shop or fashion ex- 
hibit. They brave all kinds of weather, kneel 
in mud and rescue depraved people from the 
gutter. They have a sort of knock-down and 
drag-out creed and are noisy, 'tis true, but they 
stand as good a show of getting into Heaven as 
any denomination. The Salvationists will have 
to leave their bass drums and tambourines and 
cornets on the outside of the gates however, 
because their deafening music would doubtless 
grate too harshly on the ears of Beethoven, 
Wagner and other distinguished spirits of the 
musical dead who are on the inside." 

The ethereal outlines of a poor widow with 
an emaciated babe at her breast was a conspic- 
uous sight in the exodus of souls as they sped 
past the pilgrim with awe-inspiring rapidity. 

There was a smile upon her pinched features 

* 

as she thought of her emancipation from a life 
of poverty, and the surcease from all toil and 
worry that awaited her at her journey's end. 
They were the souls of a woman and babe who 
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had starved to death in a New York tenement 
house, victims of a famine in a metropolis— 
where the rich man's coach dog went regularly 
to sleep with a well-filled stomach every night. 

Found dead with her babe in her arms; 
rattled over the stones to a grave at whose 
brink no mourners stood, the pauper of the 
earth was destined, to be a millionaire in 
Heaven. 

This prisoner of poverty in rags could present 
successful credentials of true Christian woman- 
hood at the gates, and proudly sweep past 
rejected souls of women who once wore satin 
and diamonds, and gave orders to liveried 
coachmen — women of wealth and selfish 
aristocracy, who were better posted on fashion 
plates than they were on the Bible. A survi- 
val of the fittest — welcomed into a sacred sister- 
hood, where social prejudice was unknown and 
Charity was queen. 

The pilgrim ascertained from the arch angel 
at his side that there were no exclusive "400" 
or "150" sets within the gates of Supreme Di- 
vinity; no social cliques; no royal "rings" where 
a prince or crowned head could make a door 
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I mat of virtue with impunity; no scandals; no 
insatiable thirst to attend breach of promise 
trials that reeked with revolting testimony; no 
knees were bent to rank or wealth; souls were 
bloodless, and hence blue blood and coats-of- 
arms were left on earth. A black man with a 
white soul had right of way over a white man 
with a black character. Styles never changed ' 
in the land of aureoles. Easter Sunday's' 
passed every year without demanding the fash- 
ionable penalty of a new spring bonnet. Women 
did not stay at home "because they had nothing 
to wear. " It was a pantisocracy of souls. 

The soul of a Hebrew passed with a drapery 
free from any black sin dots. A member of 
God's chosen race — bravely surviving an un- 
justified prejudice on earth; without a country; 
without a flag, but a law-abiding citizen where- 
ever he lives; keeping out of jail and trouble, 
asking alms of no one — he arose from the dead 
to a triumphant recognition above. 

While Roger was ruminating on the vaga- 
ries of life and comparing the eternal fitness 
of things which existed off the face of the 
earth, the ghost of a cannibal clothed 
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in the primitive garb of nature passed before 
his eyes. 

The greatest sin for which the cannibal had 
to answer was that of attending a tropical ban- 
quet in a south sea isle, where the menu was a 
missionary from Arkansaw — with accent on 
the "saw." 

A few months later, after suffering from 
loss of sleep and impaired appetite — ^nauseated 
with the agony of dyspepsia in an acute and 
incurable stage, this man-eater bequeathed 
his ivory necklace and silver ear-rings to his 
wife and died from the effects of the feast 
As he passed the pilgrim he was talking to 
himself. 

Roger leaned forward and heard him mutter 
that the reason why cannibals ate missionaries 
with such relish was simply a barbaric rebuke 
to the inconsistency of American people in 
sending their soul savers abroad, when they 
could be used to better advantage at home — in 
the metropolitan centers where vice sandbagged 
virtue with apalling regularity. 

More immorality, he opined, existed where 
civilization reigned. The echoes of the gong on 
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the police patrol wagon were often heard be- 
tween the bell strokes that came from sacred 
steeples on Sabbath mornings. 

Roger next beheld two souls with but a sin- 
gle thought — and that thought was to get into 
Heaven — going down the Midway linked arm- 
inarm. One was a Roman Catholic and the 
other a member of the A. P. A. The former 
carried his prayer book. The latter clasped 
a poll book. 

The pilgrim looked again in utter amaze- 
ment. . This indeed was the climax of strange 
sights. Could he believe it? These inveterate 
foes who bristled with hostility on earth, rising 
from the pools of blood shed at the polls over 
political contests — now bound with the silken 
ties of fraternity — the fetters of friendship. 

' 'That is as it should be, " said the guide, 
Catholics may be kept out of office on earth, 

OWING- to radical AND RELIGIOUS PREJUDICE — BUT 
IF THEY ARE CONSISTENT AND DESERVING THEY WILL 
NOT BE SHUT OUT OF PARADISE. ThE BRIGHTEST 
JEWEL OF CITIZENSHIP IN HeAVEN IS DEVOTION TO 

Divinity and consistency. 

"Religion was not created to be dragged 
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INTO THE POOL OF POLITICS AND USED AS A GERM OF 
HATRED — A BREEDER OF MURDER — A MICROBE OP 
MALICE TO BE PLANTED INTO MAN's HEART ON 

EARTH," continued the guide. "Neither was it 
created as the fabric to destroy good govern- 
ment or imperil Liberty. There is simply 

A MONUMENTAL MISUNDERSTANDING botWOen Catll- 

olics and American Protective Association men. 
They ought to get better acquainted with each 
other and adjudicate their differences, because 
they cannot quarrel up here. If they don't, it 
means loss of blood from many a good man's 
veins. Religion and politics should be divorced. 
Political contention is not worth any man's life. 
Many men are in religion for what they can get 
out of it. Many others are in politics for reve. 
nue only, — patriots who serve their country for 
money — not for glory. Principles of patriotism 
are too sacred to the hearts of true Americans 
to be used as flesh pots for political meats. The 
pulpit loses its sanctity when transformed into 
a cradle of political sentiment. The American 
flag was made to wave over the heads of brave 
men who fought for liberty; to flutter as the 
radiant heraldry of the greatest country on 
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earth. It was made to wave a welcome to the 
oppressed on foreign shores, and was above all, 

NEVEB BAPTIZED IN THE BLOOD OF PATRIOTS FOR 
THE PURPOSE OF BEING USED IN LATER TEARS AS A 
POLITICAL RAG TO WIPE OUT ANY CLAUSE IN THE 
CONSTITUTION. 

'Tolitlcal parties should not wrangle so 
much over the tariff, silver, income tax, patron- 
age, religion and kindred questions," contin- 
ued Michel with an apology for discussing 
politics, ' 'but should incorporate in their plat- 
forms the big plank of brotherhood between 
man and man — an equity of rights and a less 
reckless abuse of the confidence of constituen- 
cies. There should be more handshaking after 
election day; less discrimination in favor of 
plutocracy. If this was done there would be 
no tattered regiments of bedless and breadless 
men marching across the American continent 
and leaving the seeds of an industrial insurrec- 
tion in their trail. " 

Just then an overpowering odor reached the 
nostrils of the pilgrim. The stench was unbear- 
able. 

"What is that foul whiff from below," asked 
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Roger, almost sickened with the smell, as he 
clasped his fingers to his nose. 

Michel Angelo sniffed the air and then 
sought relief in the folds of his drapery. 

' 'It is the stench that arises from corruption 
in politics on earth, " he said in a tone muffled 
by his mantle, ' 'It smells to Heaven. " 
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CHAPTER VII. 



APOSTLES OF A MODEEN OIVILIZATION. 
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IWELVE souls passed in single file each 
wearing the insignia of his former pro- 
ession. All were representative types of their 
espective callings. 

The pilgrim watched the passing of the dis- 
inguished dozen, with keen attention. 

One was a clergyman, the other an editor 
olio wed in turn by a jurist, school teacher, 
)oliceman, merchant, physician, lawyer, actor, 
nsurance agent, dentist and mechanic. They 
VGTG the apostles of a modern civililation. 
ilichel reviewed in detail, for the benefit of his 
attentive listener, their apostolic duties on 
jarth. 

He explained that the clergyman pounded 
he splinters out of a pulpit, seeking to hammer 
criptural doctrine once in seven days into the 
leads of members of his congregation, many of 
v^hom merely went to church as a matter of 
orm, and half of whom forgot the text of the 
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sermon before they finished picking their teeth 
after the meridional repast. He got his pay 
partly in money, partly in glory and occa- 
sionally a job lot of Christmas slippers. 

The editor was a moulder of public opinion — 
a fearless apostle who harpooned boodlers and 
held them up to the fury of enraged taxpayers, 
a check against political piracy and rampant 
corruption; a foe to tyranny; an enemy of 
corporate combines, and a champion of justice, 
teaching men the folly of sulking in the dark, 
exposing them in the calcium light of publicity. 
The editor always had enemies, -but people 
loved him for the hostility he incurred. 

The school teacher was the apostle of 
education, drilling the young idea in mental 
tactics — teaching pupils how to spell "good" 
and '*bad" and defining each word for their 
future benefit. 

The policeman was an apostle whose good 
stout club reached the skulls of lawbreakers, 
which were too thick to absorb the soft gentle 
words of the parson and hence required heroic 
treatment. The policeman was a big breasted 
fellow who carried life in hand, serving thei 
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dear people and receiving more censure than 
praise and salary for the duty; expected to be 
omnipresent and reported for the most trivial 
oflEense. A target for ridicule as well as target 
for the bullets of desperate men. All for $75 
per month. 

The jurist, setting on a pedestal of law 
books, apostle of jurisprudence and a man 
whose tongue sent offenders to the jail or the 
gallows in order to uphold the dignity of the 
law; thus doing good in the way of moral 
influence and * 'horrible examples" for the 
benefit of the multitudes who shuddered at the 
fate of fellow beings and resolved to keep in 
the right path and not risk a similar punish- 
ment. 

The merchant, an apostle who by fair deal- 
ing and honest business methods placed his 
goods within the reach of the poor as well as 
the rich, giving employment to humanity and 
making his customers happy and contented. 
One who fed and clothed humanity at popular 
prices. 

The physician, an apostle who saved souls 
on earth frequently and gave them a respite in 
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their tenements of clay, by skillful attendance. 
A man of pills and liquids — up at all hours of 
the day or night. Feeling the pulsa of the 
weak and looking at tongues upon which dis- 
ease had placed a coat of affliction; sawing 
bones now and then; assisting in bringing new 
souls into the world; the witness of suffering, 
soother of pain and foe of fever. A physician 
of the soul as well as the body — because many 
people have to be drawn close to Death's door 
before they realize that they are not morally 
prepared to shuffle off this mortal coil. 

The lawyer, with his silver tongue and 
knowledge of misdeamays, the apostle in need, 
seeking to punish the guilty and defend the 
innocent before the bar of justice. It is to be 
hoped that no lawyer will '*file an exception" to 
this. 

The insurance man, the apostle of benevo- 
lence who drives the wolf from the door of 
many widows and orphans and saves many a 
business man whose property has been des- 
troyed. True, he gets paid for all this, 
thought Roger, even religion is not free on 
earth. Pew rent is simply a protective policy 
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against fire in the next world and is so regarded 
by many church members. 

Next came the actor, who in life plays many 
parts; participating in a drama, whose moral 
was presented vividly behind the foot lights. 
A pastor in tinsel, who delivers stage sermons, 
with the bill board as his summons to draw a 
congregation. Going through life from the 
rise to the fall of the curtain, condemned by 
fanatical people who have no scriptural auth- 
ority that justifies their prejudice against 
Thespians who make an honest and respectable 
living upon the stage. 

The dentist, he of the soothing voice and 
forceps. One man, above all others, who\ 
assists the better observance of the Third com- 
mandment by pulling teeth from the jaws of 
suffering humanity, silencing the tongues which 
take the name of the Lord in vain when an 
aching tooth throbs with restless energy. 

The wage earner, an apostle of honest in- 
dustry who exemplifies that it is better to draw- 
the salary of labor than to be pensioned by- 
indolence, on the wages of sin. This wealth' 
producer, oppressed in early history, but finally 
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emancipated from slavery and placed triumph- 
antly on an equitable plane with capital in 
courts of American justice, thus reaching a 
period of industrial progression, where he can 
renounce the professional labor agitator — that 
jawsmith with velvet hands and Augean 
mouth — who has caused strikes, misery, empty 
cupboards and idle smokestacks by preying 
upon the cupidity of honest workmen who 
blindly followed the leadership of a false 
Moses. 

"These are the latter day saints," said 
Michel as the last of the twelve passed in 
review, "not wearers of the long mantle and 
typical haircut of ye olden time, but each doing; 
good in his respective walk of life — apostles of, 
a new civilization." 



CHAPTER VIII. 



COMMEBCIAL PILGBIMS. 




iHE pageant was dotted here and there 
with groups of traveling men, the jovial 
ambassadors of commerce who brought life and 
money into country towns on earth and caused 
the hotel keepers and all the employes around 
the house to rejoice at their patronage. 

Roger was somewhat surprised at seeing so 
many of these souls not defaced by the big 
black brand of hopeless infamy, in view of the 
many tough tales he had heard about com- 
mercial pilgrims on earth. 

Each of the "cloud edition" seemed to be 
marked G, (good) which would doubtless be a 
sesame to a land where no charge was made for 
excess baggage — where the wicked cease from 
troubling and the weary are at rest. 

"How is it that so many traveling men with 
unsullied draperies are in the throng?" asked 
Roger. 

"Simply a reward of merit," replied Michel, 



J 







68 OFF THj: FACE OF THE EARTH. 

''These men are not as black as they are 
painted. People on the face of the globe do 
not properly appreciate them. They are, as a 
rule, good fellows. Black sheep get into every 
flock in life and the white sheep suffer thereby. 
The traveling man generally has a good heart 
in him and where a man has such a large 
redeeming feature in his make up, his sins are 
generally on the outside, where they can be 
washed off easily without the aid of a scrub- 
bing brush. 

"Traveling men frequently get credit for 
deeds that some one else commits. The poor 
'drummer' is often a scapegoat. Personally, 
he is liberal and never turns a deaf ear to a 
hungry man, is quick to resent an insult to 
virtuous womanhood; affable and square in his 
dealings, and pays his bills. He doesn't go to 
church as regularly as some people, but stands 
a better chance of having his soul glorified 
than the man who serves the Devil six days in 
the week and then tries to square himself by 
sinking on his knees on the seventh day behind 
a stained glass sanctuary window, and shout- 
ing 'glory be to God.' The traveling man is not 
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a hypocrite, even if he does play poker occas- 
ionally and go ont with the boys. 

*'Yon take married traveling men for in- 
stance, they are martyrs to commerce. They 
pack their sample cases and go out on the road 
without seeing the dear little wife and babies 
at home, for months. Watch a traveling man 
call for his mail at the hotel office on such 
occasions — see him toss aside letter after letter 
until he comes to one bearing the post mark of 
his home and written in a hand of refined 
womanhood. That letter has right of way over 
all others. How quickly he tears it open — 
devours every line with the interest of a 
devoted husband and indulgent father. His 
face is a mirror of his feelings, caused by the 
treasured scrap of paper which he holds in his 
hand. It is. good news or bad. If the wife and 
children are well and the epistle is penned 
with all the loving tenderness at woman's com- 
mand — the drummer has a "come-all-overish- 
ness" of happiness that attains a climax in the 
whistling of a popular melody. He follows the 
bell boy to his room assigned him, with a light 
step and looks forward, with fond anticipation, 
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to the time when he can take a run home for a 
few days and get a brief respite from varnished 
cars, white aprons, sample cases and the like. 
A man with a heart like that — one who treats 
his family right, never gets too far away from 
the right path, but what he can hop back. 
When a traveling man does go to church, he is 
one of the most devout listeners. No one ever 
heard of a commercial traveler being ejected 
from a house of worship or reprimanded for 
disorderly conduct. They are sincere in what 
they do and always put a quarter in the j^late, 
when the clearly shaved deacon, with his Sun- 
day face on, passes the plate around for con- 
tributions. They never cheat religion with 
counterfeit coin or buttons. Heaven bless the-- 
'' angels of commerce. There are no fly speck*- 
on their ascension robes." 






CHAPTER IX. 

THE TEMPLE OF OBANQE BLOSSOMS. 

[FTER watching tjie constant stream of 
spiritual immigrants for several hours, 
Roger picked up the reins which hung listlessly 
over the neck of Pegasus and drove down the 
Midway in the direction of the gates. Michel 
took hold of the horse's bit and led the way 
amid the jam of souls. 

After a short ride the pilgrim found himself 
before a small temple of orange blossoms which 
loomed up in its majestic floral construction 
near the Midway. The dome of the temple 
was surmounted by a heart-shaped emblem 
with the changing colors of a chameleon, which 
could not be otherwise than a cynosure of all 
eyes. A shield upon which was emblazoned 

, CUPID'S BUREAU OF INFORMATION. 




ornamented the entrance to the temple. This 
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was the magnet that drew the souls of many 
married men and women into the spacious re- 
ception room, where a complete record of all 
married folks who were enjoying an intermnral 
sojourn in Heaven, was kept, for the benefit of 
anxious and inquiring widowers and widows 
who drifted along later. 

Roger dismounted and, impelled by an 
insatiable thirst of curiosity to penetrate the 
interior of the temple, was soon within. 

Behind a huge marble counter sat the soul 
of Cupid, the god of Love, pictured in poetry, 
prose and song as a frolicsome little archer who 
never patronized a clothing store. 

Upon the bridge of his nose was a pair of 
gold rimmed eye glasses of unusual thickness, 
over which he peeped at the crowd, with the 
dignity of a judge. 

"They say that Love is blind," he said in a 
low voice, at the same time leaning over and 
greeting the pilgrim, "that is not correct. My 
vision is not totally impaired, but I am very 
near-sighted. Hence a few matrimonial misfits 
now and then." 

Just then the spirit of a man with a profuse 
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layer of crape around his hat, and cheeks fur- 
rowed with frequency of weeping, elbowed his 
way excitedly through the crowd and pushed 
himself against the counter. 

"Do you keep a record here of all married 
women now in Heaven?" hoarsely whispered 
the man with the tearful countenance and crape- 
burdened tile. 

Cupid replied in the affirmative. Then the 
widower's spirit rattled oflE five names in quiok 
succession — pausing in breathless suspense as 
Cupid and his corps of assistants went over the 
records to secure the desired information. 

In a few moments the latter was obtained. 

The five women were all within the Celestial 
walls. 

"Great Scott !" exclaimed the widower in a 
spasm of horror, "those are all wives of mine 
whom I buried on earth. ' Five times in my life 
have I journeyed to the county clerk's office and 
taken out marriage licenses — five times have I 
secured burial permits, and having outlived all 
my wives I now stand a chance of facing the 
entire outfit in Heaven. Each of the quintet 
was insanely jealous on earth, endowed with 
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charms that makes permanent preference im- 
possible. Here's a pretty how-de-do. " 

*'What prompted you to marry so often?" 
asked Cupid with a glance of condolence. 

' 'Because the Scriptural plan says that it is 
not good for man to be alone, and I had hard 
luck," replied the old man. ''Polygamy 'don't 
go' in Paradise, ^oes it ?" 

Cupid shook his head, and as the Hyperion 
curls waved from side to side in a discouraging 
negative, the widower's conscience seemed to 
weigh heavily upon the remnants of his exist- 
ence. 

He was worried, because he had told each 
wife from No. 2 to 5 while they shared his bed 
and board on earth that he loved them better 
than their predecessors. 

If those five women compared notes and 
called for an explanation he was in the jaws of 
a hopeless dilemma. 

With supreme indifference to the ultimate 
destination of his soul, he rejoined the throng 
on the Midway and decided to take the same 
chances which Solomon took with his plurality 
of better halves. 
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A young widow, the next applicant for infor- 
mation, modestly asked for a record of two hus- 
bands over whose biers she had wept and whose 
fates were unknown to her. She had just 
dropped in with womanly curiosity to see 
which of the twain would be the partner of her 
joys in case she passed a successful moral ex- 
amination at the portals. The first marriage 
had been for love — the second for money. 

Cupid reported that both ex-husbands await- 
ed her within the walls of Divinity. The young 
woman stood in a deep reverie. Cupid saw 
that she was perplexed and came to her relief. 

"Shall I decide?" asked the matchmaker. 
The young woman bowed meek obeisance. 
Then Cupid turned to a pair of scales. 

Reaching beneath the counter he produced 
a human heart upon which was written the 
simple inscription: "True Love." He then 
brought forth an empty money bag upon which 
was the imprint of a dollar mark ($). 

Placing the two, with a sly wink, into the 
scales, the heart outweighed the sack, whose 
gold coin was left on earth for relatives to fight 
over. 
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With a smile of intense satisfaction Cupid 
advised the widow to stick to the man whom 
she really loved, as there was no money needed 
in Heaven. Gold in character outranked gold 
in purse there. 

While both of her choices morally were good 
she would be happier in the society of her firs1 
choice. 

Relieved of the embarassment, the womar 
went her way in happiness. 

' 'A great many souls stop to berate me f on 
un happiness which they claim I have caused 
them on earth," said Cupid. "Marriage is not i 
failure— but some of the people who try it aid 
Then they lay it on to me," 

"Love is a fever," continued the little higl 
priest of hearts, "It is simply a disease. A grea 
many people catch it and never get over it. Thi 
great trouble is that most people recover from i 
too quickly. Some have a relapse. Anothe: 
popular but radically injurious treatment fo: 
the disease is the 'gold' cure — people idolize 
wealth and position too much, and then expeo 
to have an eternal jag of joy. The greates 
feeders for the divorce mill are couples wh< 
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marry for money and then discover later their 
mutual mistake. Many a wealth-seeking hus- 
band who has floundered around with impa- 
tience on earth waiting for a rich father-in-law 
to die, in order to reap an inheritance, has been 
deprived of that selfish ambition by premature 
death, while the old man has lived to see the 
sexton shovel clods of earth onto the coffin of 
his son-in-law." 

''This talk of matches being made in Heaven 
is idealism and not realism," concluded Cupid, 
' 'I am as you see, outside the gates. I have 
branch headquarters down below on Satanic 
cinders, and there are as many, if not more, 
matches made there than anywhere else. Most 
of the trouble in matrimony comes from the 
fact that blood will always tell. If a man is 
sick and the attending physicians transfuse the 
blood of a goat into his veins to save his life, 
he is liable, as a result of the grafting, to butt 
his head against people occasionally during the 
balance of his life. Blood inherited comes 
from the seed of immediate or preceding gener- 
ations. It is often a legacy of habits, and — 
there you are." 
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A wild-eyed soul with his hat in his hand 
approached and stated that he was married and 
wanted to lease a furnished house in a Heavenly 
community. 

"Do they object to children?" he gasped 
with nervous expectancy. 

"No, indeed," cheerily responded the infor- 
mation chief, "of such is the kingdom of 
Heaven. " 

' 'Thanks, awfully, " responded the man with 
rhapsodic appreciation, "I have for years had 
trouble on earth in getting a furnished house, 
because we had children. The landlord was 
afraid they would destroy the furniture, smear 
the wall paper with molasses and do other] 
things of that kind, but at last the handicap is 
removed." 

With this remark he bowed his thanks 
thrice, each time with increasing profundity, 
and retired. 

A man from Colorado, a howling advocate 
of the free and unlimited coinage of silver, 
stopped to look up the family record and inci- 
dentally inquired if there were harps in Para* 
dise. 
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' 'Yes, if you want one, " was the reply. 

"Gold or silver harps?" queried the man 
from the Rocky Mountains. 

* 'Gold ones for those who desire them, and 
silver ones to accommodate people from Colo- 
rado," replied the director of the temple. 
"Gold and silver musical instruments are on a 
just parity in there. If you pass examination 
you can take your choice." The Coloradoan 
went on his way rejoicing. 

The pilgrim and his faithful guide bade 
adieu to Cupid and returned to the Midway. 
Once more Roger mounted Pegasus, and accom- 
panied by Michel resumed the journey toward 
the gates. 



CHAPTER X. 



A OAENIVAL OF FEEAKS, 




[ITHIN a short distance from the Temple 
of Orange Blossoms were several 
benches of immense length, upholstered with 
swan feathers. These benches lined the side 
of the avenue, where weary souls, or- those 
with crippled wings, could sit down and snatch 
a brief rest from the long flight. 

There was no autocrat in grey known as the 
park policeman to tell them to ' 'move on, " while 
signs of ' 'Keep Off the Grass" were conspicuous 
by their absence. 

Whether by mere chance or otherwise, 
one of the benches was occupied by a row 
of souls deformed by deeds committed when 
they walked on earthly real estate. It was 
an impromptu carnival of freaks, which at 
once attracted the interest of the pilgrim. He 
paused in his journey to study the assem- 
blage. While none of the curios were labelled. 



A CAENIVAL OF FREAKS. 81 

le read their past deeds by their respective 
deformities. 

There was the Two Faced Man, the perfect 
image of many people whom he had met on 
earth. One face used as the mask of friend- 
Bhip, to cover the real physiognomy of deceit. 
One such friend as that was worse than a 
liundred foes. It was such as this that caused 
much misery to humanity. 

By the side of Deceit sat the Woman with 
Two Tongues. One tongue was that which she 
Txeed in society. This gave her a voice of velvet, 
pleasant in its tone, suave in delivery. The 
other tongue was for family use, utilized ex- 
clusively at home when there was no company 
pxresent. This was the one that revolved with 
pivotal precision and cyclonic momentum— a 
ftooldfor the children — harsh naggings for the 
tixisband. 

Third on the bench was the soul of a man 

w-lio was so crooked that when he died it was 

ixecessary to bury him in a circular coffin. 

Persistent crooked dealings had crippled his 

l^dy and soul into a hopeless wriggling mass. 

Then came the Man with the Balloonic 

6 
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Brow — he of the swelled head, the soul of 
Egotism. He was worried for fear that it 
would be difficult for him to secure a halo to 
fit him in case he got in. 

Near the end of the row was a good-nature^ 
soul with one leg several feet longer than tlx« 
other. This was generosity, a wealthy man ^^I 
liberal impulses, who had his ' 'leg pulled" wit^^ 
never ceasing regularity, while among mortaL ^• 
Every subscription list, every appeal for ai^^^ 
every known scheme to raise money w^BS 
always shoved under his spectacles for perus^*^ 
and substantial encouragement, so that it w^e-s 
only a question of time ere his right limb w^e^s 
jerked into an imitation of a kite string. 

Beautiful in face and form sat the Wom^^ii 
of Ice — a creature of loveliness on earth chill^^d 
into a soul en frappe after death by her col ^" 
blooded indifference to men who bowed at h^^r 
beck and call — foolish admirers who bagged 
their pants at the knees by kneeling at her te^^- 
Some of them lied for her, others died for h^r 
and many cried for her, while another, jono-g J 
in years, became old in crime and terminated J 
his life behind prison gates, because he stale 1 
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from his employer in a wild attempt to follow 
tlie pace set by his rivals, for the aflEections of 
this woman. 

Queen of all she surveyed — with a form that 
would cause Venus to blush with furious envy, 
this woman in ice coldly tossed them aside like 
so many discarded flutes after she had played 
them. 

The Man with the Marble Heart sat next to 
the Woman of Ice. Both surveyed each other with 
mutual admiration. The marble-hearted man 
had a great record on earth. He had evicted a 
poor family from their cottage home in mid- win- 
ter with indifference to sickness and deserving 
charity; he had beaten his own mother out of 
m her property and saw her driven away in 
tier tottering old age to the poor farm; he had 
always discouraged public improvements in the 
community that enriched him; had listened 
with cold indifference to the sobs of his children 
for Christmas presents and never gave his wife 
spending money except in driblets accompanied 
with a display of temper that sunk like shafts 
into her womanly sensibilities. The Woman of 
Ice had some hopes of getting into Heaven after 
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seeing this man, without a modicum of feeling, 
have the monumental nerve to ask for admission. 

A masculine soul with unusually long arms 
sat in silence, with chattering teeth, next to hia 
chilly neighbor. This was Influence, the man 
with a "pull." It was those long arms that had 
lifted political favorites over the head of poorer- 
and less less favored men in the civil service, in 
the army, in all walks of life, and placed them 
into soft berths where they drew the salary and 
glory, while some subordinates brains did the- 
work. The soul of Influence was in the rank - 
and file above the clouds — his pull was shat— 
tered and the expression on his face clearly^ 
indicated that he was simply hanging on to a — 
forlorn hope of being accepted, the same as any — 
ordinary soul. 

The queerest looking personality in the^ 
coterie was the Society Mermaid, half woman— 
half codfish, a production of sham aristocracy 
She was ' 'in the swim" in American society, bu"_ 
looked as she was, like a fish out of water i^K 
this cerulean clime. 

Then there was the freak of Impertinence ^ 
with a nose that protruded to a length of 
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hideous deformity caused by constant activity 
in poking it into other people's aflEairs. 

A few experiences of having it pulled by 
infuriated victims presented an olfactory pro- 
tuberance that was a sight to behold. 

A miser with a frayed Prince Albert suit of 
the "vintage" of 1812, and a celluloid collar 
encircling a throat that had been calloused 
with cheap food, lingered on the knee of the 
soul of Curiosity. The miser wanted to see 
the streets of Heaven because he had heard so 
often that they were paved with gold and was 
begging Curiosity to lead him to the gates in 
order that he might feast his eyes thereon. 

A woman with horse blinds fastened to her 
head was another feature of the collection. 
It was the ghostly reproduction of the Prude 
with corkscrew curls. 

With an expression of horror on her face 
she held up her hands at the sight of a passing 
coterie of souls from tropical climes who wore 
nothing but smiles of seraphic innocence. 

At exhibits on earth she had condemned the 
nude in art, while other people of eminent 



86 OFF THE FACE OF THE EABTH. 

respectability and less easily shocked se: 
bilities gazed at the pictures long and adr 
ingly, with arms akimbo, and pronounced tt 
pure and beautiful. 






CHAPTER XI, 

POINTEES FROM A PERFECT MAN. 

iN the center of the main avenue circled by 
a fence of jeweled pickets the pilgrim of 
the press beheld a sight of impressive novelty, 

Upon an ermine-covered pedestal was a book, 
spotless in appearance, with its immaculate 
pages open, so that all might peruse the con- 
tents. An olive branch nestled between the 
leaves — a book mark emblematical of peace. 
Xlie volume was bound in white, while a 
caption in gilt letters at the head of the page 
denoted that it was a memorandum book of a 
^naodel man, wherein a few safeguards against 
sin had been registered. It was the note book 
of Noah, the mariner of the ark, whose perfec- 
tion of morals and excellent deportment, while a 
citizen of the first world, had received Divine 
^©cognition. 

Impelled by a desire to get a few timely 
l^ints on perfect manhood, Roger advanced to 
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the sacred enclosure and perused the following 
in letters large and bold : 

Obey the Ten Commandments handed down 
to Moses. It is easy, after you know how. 



Dont serve the devil all your life up to a 
period just before death and then try to sneak 
into Heaven on two hours' service in the ranke 
of the righteous. 



Don't condemn real estate men harshly. 
Adam was a consistent real estate man, because 
he was made of dust. 



Always respect the gray hairs of your 
mother. A man can get another wife or 
another sweetheart, but he can never get 
another mother. 



The gambler who deals faro on one side of a 
green-topped table has a moral equity with the 
society man who sits behind a stack of chips on 
the other side. 
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There is no rale compelling a man to wear a 
dresa suit in Heaven. Overalls and calico are 
not boycotted at the gate. 



A man who has too much pride to push a 
baby carriage is liable to be sentenced to years 
of hard labor behind a wheelbarrow in a 
Plutonian clime, where the temperature boils 
^Sgs in two seconds. 



Churches should raise the mortgage before 
tliey raise the pastor's salary. The preacher, 
singer or organist whose greed for gold pre- 
dominates over Christianity, would go out on 
^ strike if one of Satan's walking delegates 
offered better wages. 



Tell the truth. You can lie once . with 
Success, but if you make a practice of it, the 
People will soon read your reputation on the 
^ill board of publicity. 



Prayers from a tent count fully as much as 
P^^ayers from a church of the golden lilies. 
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Treat your fellow men justly. Live and 1^ * 
live. 



Help the poor whenever possible. Don^^ 
get a spasm of charity just to get your name ii 
the papers in the list of donations, but giv< 
from the bottom of your heart. Never us^^ 
charity as an advertising scheme. 



Wives should remember their marriage vowj 
as well as they do the date of their marriage. 
A few trimmed feminine tempers and fewer hen- 
pecked husbands would cause more than one=*=*^ 
saloon to make an assignment. 



Husbands should have humane consideration 
for the health and happiness of their wives. 
Cross words, brutality and neglect make 
widowers. 



Don't lay all the blame for a mistake on a 
woman. That was Adam's line of defense, but 
it didn't work. 
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Public office is a public roast. Politics is 
tlie serpent which has stung the happiness 
of many a household. 



The man who will desert his wife and 
children and leave them at the mercy of the 
world can never reach Heaven and will have to 
knock hard on the gales of Hell before even 
Satan will admit such a coward. 



It is not necessary to bump your head on 
^ mourner's bench to get religion. 



the 



People who hate little children will be 
ffi*eatly annoyed by childish prattle in Paradise* 



liazy men are midshipmen in the devil's 
navy; Adam had a snap before he yielded to 
temptation and was punished by a life sentence 
^f hard labor, "in the sweat of his face." 



Children at the age of five years are very 
^Uch in debt to their parents. They should 
^l^ays remember this when they grow up. 
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Some actors do more good than preachers. — 
A stage sermon is never so dull as to cause ag^ 
members of the congregation to go to sleep. 



Some tailor-made clothes cover a mnltitud 
of sins. 



Treat everybody else's sister as yon would 
have other people treat your sister. 



Don't condemn a reporter for what he puts 
in the paper, but rather admire him for what 
he knows and does not put in print. Always 
be decent to the press and you will never get 
the worst of it. 



Consistency is a good thing. If you are 
going to throw any rocks, it is best not to 
lease a green house. 



Never turn a deaf ear to the advice of a true 
friend, for fear that your hearing will be im- 
paired too much to hear the sound of Gabriel's 
trumpet. 



POINTERS FROM A PERFECT MAN. 
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Angel draperies have no pockets. Men and 
^women who have been enriched by a com- 
rnnnity should not sit on their check books and 
^xowl at public improvements. 



Roger read these pointers from a perfect man 
o^er again and again, and placed them among 
la is notes for future reference. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



ELIJAH UP TO DATE. 




COTERIE of souls hovered about 
spectral statue near the edge of 1 
phantom promenade. The statue loomed 
somewhat majestically and appeared to eqi 
in magnitude the Goddess of Liberty Enlig 
«ning the World, which presides over N 
York harbor. 

The souls were those of men who worshipi 
prophets and believed in their predictio 
while on the busy ball below. 

This massive statue of the skies was a • 
bute to the memory of Elijah, who in his c 
held the championship belt against all come 

In his left hand was an unfurled roll of m; 
uscript, while the index finger of his right ha 
pointed to the golden letters emblazoned the 
on. The first lines on the manuscript read 
bold chirography as follows : 
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FUTURE EVENTS ON EARTH! \ 
Prophecies That Will Be Fulfilled. | 

L SERIES OF 1894. t 

With mingled feelings of respect and curi- 
osity, the mortal visitor paused and read the 
following, which was photographed upon his 
memory in imperishable script: 

Prophecy No. 1 — Chicago will be the largest 
city in the United States of America in 1950. 

Prophecy No. 2 — The arid lands of western 
America will be reclaimed by irrigation and 
transformed into a garden spot of agriculture 
within twenty years. A city of 300, 000 people 
will be developed, as a result thereof, between 
the Missouri river and Pacific coast. 

Prophecy No. 3 — Immigration from Europe 
to America will be diverted from the Atlantic 
I'oiite, by the building of a trans-Siberia rail- 
way, through the backing of the Russian gov- 
ernment within ten years, to the great benefit 
of Pacific coast sea-ports. 

Prophecy No. 4 — Bicycles and balloons will 
be adopted in military service among the leading 
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armies of the world. Bicycles in signal corps 
and scout service. Cities will be bombarded 
with shells dropped from balloons as well as 
the present procedure. Within fifteen years. 

Prophecy No. 5 — There will be no territories 
in the United States within eight years. All 
will have representation in statehood. 

Prophecy No. 6 — Hawaii annexed to the 
United States within twelve years. Canada 
annexed within fifteen years. Trouble with 
Great Britain over the latter will threaten the 
peace of both countries. 

Prophecy No. 7 — Death of the last surviving 
member of the Grand Army of the Republic in 
1930. The Sons of Veterans will be the Phoenix 
that will arise from the ashes of the parent or- 
ganization and perpetuate the memory of the 
gallant men who saved the flag of Liberty. 

Prophecy No. 8 — In the next presidential 
election in the United States a republican will 
be elected, who will be a western man. A new 
party, composed of disgruntled members of all 
parties, and a rising generation of young voters 
will elect the president of the United States in 
1900. 
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Prophecy No. 9 — Bread riots in the United 
States in 1894, which will be the seeds of a civil 
war between capital and labor within five years 
thereafter. 

Prophecy No. 10 — Federation of all labor or- 
ganizations in the world as a combination 
against the unity of capital, within five years. 

Prophecy No. 11 — Italy will be a republic in 
1904. 

* 

Prophecy No. 12 — Adoption of an amend- 
ment to the constitution giving women the 
right of suffrage at all elections in the United 
States before the year 1910, which will result 
ultimately in having women in both branches 
of congress, but never in the presidential chair. 
General enlargement of woman's sphere of use- 
fulness and a decrease in their inclinations to 
marry. Women will perfect radical dress re- 
forms in 1900 and fill positions hitherto exclus- 
ively occupied by the masculine gender. The 
servant girl problem will ultimately be solved by 
men, (crowded out of other avenues of employ- 
ment) who will accept housework and preside 
over kitchen ranges. Within fifteen years. 

Prophecy No. 13 — Within eight years the 

7 
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public schools of the United States will uni- 
versally add industrial training and military 
branches to their educational features. 

Prophecy No. 14 — The next greatest inven- 
tions will be the generation of electricity from 
heat, and new marvels of electric photogra- 
phy. An American will make the discoveries 
within seven years. 

Prophecy No. 15 — The church societies and 
Christian associations throughout the country 
will unite for the suppression of the liquor 
traffic and will select a slate made up from can- 
didates on the various tickets who are pledged 
to this issue. This will be a potential factor 
in the state and county elections of 1896, but 
organization will not be thoroughly perfected 
until 1898. 

Prophecy No. 16 — ^The North Pole will never 
be discovered. 

Prophecy No. 17 — In America there will be 
a revival of colonial styles of dress among men 
within nine years. 

Prophecy No. 18 — There will be three bloody 

and prolonged wars on earth within twelve 
years. 



I 
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The provisional guest of Michel Angelo 
sighed for the chisel of a Pygmalion to put the 
breath of life into the mute spectral bronze 
that stood before his astonished gaze. If the 
lips could but move and speak ! He had sev- 
eral questions to ask. Perish the thought ! 

A flutter of wings — a flood of light and then 
a gentle tap on the shoulder reminded the visi- 
tor that the guide was growing impatient to 
serve another feast for the eyes of mortal. The 
pilgrim moved on and the statue of Elijah was 
aoon left behind. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

IF ST. ANTHONY WENT TO WASHINGTON. 

OGER noted that there was an average 
of two feminine souls to one masculine 
in the great parade. He called Michel's atten- 
tion to the fact and asked the reason thereof. 

"One reason why Heaven is so popular with 
the feminine gender is because they have no 
birthdays there," replied the sage of the skies. 
'*It can be said without fear of successful 
contradiction that a woman dislikes to grow 
old. So do men, for that matter. Vanity is a 
characteristic of both sexes. A woman looks 
into the glass at home — the man has the 
advantage of the broad mirrors of a barber 
shop, where he can recline in an upholstered 
chair and gratify the vanity in his make up by 
calmly surveying his manly beauty, while the 
barber tickles him under the chin with a pow- 
der puff or twists his perfumed moustache 
with a dexterous twirl of the fingers." 
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*'But which is really the weakest sex?" 
asked Roger. 

'*Men," was the laconic, but emphatic re- 
sponse. 

"Men!" queried Roger in surprise. 

'*The records show it," said Michel, as he 
soared along and chatted with interesting 
candor of the bewhiskered sex. 

' 'Women have the name and some of them 
are weak, 'tis true. But morally speaking, man- 
kind is more susceptible than the opposite sex. " 

"Men take to habits more easily," continued 
Michel. "In boyhood, the first ambition is 
boots and long pants. Then comes cigarettes 
and the first cigar. Profanity is an adjunct to 
youth. Then follows a desire to cast the 
maiden vote, succeeded by obeisance to the 
social dictate of crooking the elbow and looking 
upon the wine when it is a deep red, or indulg- 
ing in a 'dark brown' study of beer. Schooled 
in these habits, it requires but a wink from a 
pretty girl or a few snatches of the siren's song 
to complete the chain of earthly enjoyments. 
The masculine sex feels that it should have a 
complete worldly education. It has an advant- 
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age over women. A pair of pants in a bar room 
is not a crime in the eyes of society. A petti- 
coat in such a place would cause social votaries 
to go into a spasm of horror. A male drunkard 
can go in good society with impunity. A 
female drunkard would be boycotted by her 
own sex, which is less charitable toward sin 
than mankind. 

"A libertine in a dress suit never has the 
door of society shut in his face. The line is 
drawn, however, on a woman who commits the 
same crime. A man can rise from the gutter of 
depravity, reform and be received with open 
arms by the social goddess. But a woman 
rescued from a house of prostitution is irrevoc- 
ably ostracised. It's a queer condition of affairs, 
but it is true nevertheless. Men have a snap. 
They know it and it makes them weak. Very 
few men are samples of spotless chastity when 
they stand before the Hymeneal altar and 
take unto themselves a wife, and even after 
being married several years, the true nature 
within a man compels him to turn and look 
over his shoulder when he passes a woman, 
beautiful in face ajid form, on the street. 
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Eecords show that many men shatter their 
marriage vows, kiss their wives good-bye after 
supper and two hours later are basking in 
the smiles of another woman. If this same 
man should return home and find that his wife 
had merely followed the example that he had 
set, he would, in his enraged fury, whip a 
revolver from his hip pocket and send the un- 
prepared soul of a paramour into eternity." 

"It is different you know," in that case. 
That is not moral equity! Yes, men are the 
weaker sex." 

''Even congressmen are not above suspicion, 
are they ?" said Roger as he recalled the verdict 
in a famous breach of promise suit which de- 
feated a Kentucky colonel in a celebrated legal 
battle. 

"Excuse me while I smile," responded 
Michel. Then resuming his narrative he said 
seriously: "Not all of them. When a man 
goes to congress he attains an ambition. He is 
honored. It costs something to live in Wash- 
ington — the natural product of politics. Once 
there he lands in one of the most beautiful 
cities on the American continent — a Mecca of 
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schemers, male and female — a center of lobby- 
ists, politicians, office seekers, adventurers and 
adventuresses. 

' 'Opportunities in the form of modern Cleo- 
patras present themselves and many congress- 
men, who are but human — embrace the 'oppor- 
tunity, ' both figuratively and literally. " 

''If Diogenes was on earth and searched 
congressional halls, with a lantern, for an 
honest man he would find many of them — but 

IF GOOD OLD, TEMPTATION-PROOF ST. ANTHONY WENT 
TO WASHINGTON WITH A LOCOMOTIVE HEADLIGHT IN 
EACH HAND, SEARCHING FOR A CONGRESSMAN WHO 
WAS MORALLY PERFECT, HE WOULD HAVE A TASK 
THAT WOULD MAKE HIM ROUND-SHOULDERED, FOOT- 
SORE AND DESPAIRING. If St. Authouy WCUt to 

Washington he could draw an immense salary 
as the greatest living curiosity within the gates 
of the nation^s capital. If St. Anthony went 
TO Washington or any other worldly city he 

WOULD FEEL HOMESICK." 

* 'In fact — a man is human down below, no 
matter what his honorable prefix may be. 
Passion has no conscience. A man with 
doubled opportunities who shuts his eyes to 
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nature and endeavors to emulate successful test 
of St. Anthony, is indeed a piece of clay above 
the ordinary mould. " 

"Right you are," said Roger. "It is to be 
regretted, from a moral standpoint, but it is 
true nevertheless. The mould that St. Antho- 
ny was made from, must have been broken im- 
mediately after he was produced — as there are 
very few of that kind of manufactured product 
left nowadays among mankind." 








CHAPTER XIV. 

THE IDEAL AND THE BEAL. 

iOLLOW me !" said Michel as he led the 
way to a fountain which sparkled in the 
center of an immense pool of water. The latter 
was stained with many colors. It resembled 
an immense wash tub of paint. 

The fragments of picture frames, many of 
gilded splendor, floated on the surface of the 
muddled pool, while the fountain threw a 
spray of unceasing velocity to the very edge of 
the basin. 

Scraps of canvas, with a paint-bleared cov- 
ering, now and then bobbed to the surface. 
Fragments of crayon work, etchings and Flor- 
entine studies were all visible, — floating like 
dead fish on the bosom of the water. 

* Tray tell me, good Michel, what is this ?" 
was the mystified inquiry of Roger, as he sur- 
veyed the queer-looking receptacle of destroyed 
art productions. 

' 'That is the pool in which idealism in art 
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is dumped," replied the guide. '* Artists of the 
world do not paint their pictures sufficiently 
true to nature, but dote too much on day 
dreams and the idyllic, rose-tinted fancy and 
the like, when they know better, or at least 
ought to. As a punishment for this, the souls 
of artists who have thus wantonly made a 
habit of deception and used their brushes as 
false educators, are detained in the castle of 
Probation, where they are compelled to paint a 
picture true to life and rectify the mistake of 
idealism with a production of realism. Come 
with me and I will show you a few results of 
this system. " 

The pilgrim followed and reached a castle, 
the walls of which were lined with paintings. 
Phantom artists sat before easels, busily en- 
gaged in placing the finishing touches on pic- 
tures of the realistic. 

Roger noted a few of the * 'revised editions" 
of popular paintings. 

"Spring," instead of the picture of a woman 
clothed in loose drapery thrown listlessly 
over her shoulder, with a wreath of roses, 
and surrounded with birds of cheerful song, 
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was transformed into the likeness of a young 
woman with a broom in her hand, and a towel 
wrapped around her head with reckless aban- 
don; the wearer surrounded with the ruins of 
spring house cleaning, while a despairing hus- 
band wrestled with the stovepipe in the back- 
ground. 

"SuMMEE," as painted from life, was a per- 
spiring piece of masculine humanity, weight 
200 avoirdupois, reclining in a hammock, with 
a palm leaf fan in one hand and a small piece 
of ice in the other. 

* 'Autumn," — instead of leaves of russet hue 
falling on the shoulders of a beautiful brunette 
with wind-tossed hair, was portrayed as a scene 
at the polls, where white tickets folded care- 
fully were deposited in the ballot box by a line 
of impatient and excited voters. Several burly 
ticket peddlers were importuning citizens to 
remember their respective candidates. 

"Winter," — not a merry scene of skaters on 
the ice-covered village pond, but instead of 
that pleasing ideal, was a discouraging collec- 
tion of coal bills and a furnace whose appetite 
for fuel respected no man's pocket book. 
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"Love," — a total absence of two devoted 
sweethearts' cooing over the garden wall. The 
substitute was a pale-faced young man sitting 
on an iron bedstead in the cell of a condemned 
murderer, who would wear the black cap next 
day. By his side, with arms around the neck 
of the doomed criminal, was a little woman in 
black, — with a face bathed with tears, — faithful 
in her devotion to a son, who had committed one 
of the most cold-blooded crimes. Every friend, 
except that wrinkled mother, had deserted him. 
She clung" to him to the last. That was 
**Love." 

"Wedded," — total absence of a couple clasp- 
ed in each other's arms, — veritable fashion 
plates, sitting on a divan beneath a piano lamp, 
with palms in the background. The new idea 
was a likeness of a husband pacing the floor in 
his slumber robe, with his dancing nerves beat- 
ting cadence to the yells of a pink-cheeked 
cherub in his arms, — the customary sequel to 
"teething." 

"Devotion," — a beauty on canvas, — the pic- 
ture of a young woman of personal charms, 
who wedded a man of wealth and was later 
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humiliated by her husband's bankruptcy. 
From silk to calico, from castle to cottage, true 
to her unfortunate husband, — bravely giving 
him words of encouragement, — sacrificing so- 
ciety, devoted to her babies, and wearing her 
old bonnets without a murmur of discontent 

The walls were literally lined with many 
other radical departures from idealism. 

**Quite a collection," remarked Roger as he 
glanced down the long array with admiration. 

*'Yes, indeed," replied Michel, **it is the be- 
fitting triumph of realism." 

A group of poets were huddled in one corner 
of the immense gallery, — detained for the same 
offense as the artists. They had made pen pic- 
tures of poesy framed in idealism and slightly 
off color when placed under the microscopic test 
of Fact. The old school poet with aversion to 
the barber's shears was there, — but the fin de 
siecle juggler of verse, — with bifurcated hair, 
gold rimmed eye glasses, close fitting garments 
and the pre-occupied look of a man who had 
his mental nets spread for a haul of romantic 
ideas, predominated in captivity. 

Poets on the James Whitcomb Riley order 
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were missing. The grand master of plain, un- 
varnished Hoosier vernacular has been an expo- 
nent of realism and hence will not be humilated 
by detention at Probation temple when the de- 
stroying angel of Death restrains the facile pen 
that has pictured Life in blue jeans, — a man 
who holds the mirror of Nature in one hand 
while he writes poetry with the other. 

Each poet, going upon the theory that poets 
were born and not made were sighing to be born 
again, but all to no purpose. As a final test of 
their ability to keep within the lines of truth 
and an evidence that they had discarded the 
budding hyacinth of imagination, each was per- 
mitted to pen an effort of a poetical nature built 
upon new lines. 

The pilgrim watched one round shouldered 
poet swinging his quill with the agility of one 
whose hand was propelled by an inspiration. 
After making a number of Spencerian flourishes, 
punctuated with low grunts of satisfaction the 
victim of the poesy fever laid down his quill, 
held the manuscript up admiringly and noticing 
that Roger was interested in his work, handed 
the product of his poetical wheels to the pilgrim 
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and asked for his opinion upon its merits, as 
viewed through the eyes of a mortal fresh from 
the home of realism. 

Michel bowed permission, when Roger turned, 
manuscript in hand, to ascertain if it was against 
the rules and regulations to inspect copy. 

The poet had dropped the ideal style of 
making long pins out of the stars for the pur- 
pose of pinning the curtain of Twilight; *'the 
sun sinking to rest o'er the purple foot hills" 
was a total eclipse in the new effort that even 
smoked glass could not make perceptible; the 
"mellow rays of the moon" had become a blind 
bat in the cave of oblivion and were not men- 
tioned. Instead of these chestnuts of sentiment 
which had for years been cracked by the squir- 
rels of poesy and prose, was a string of verses 
on the * 'Signs of the Period," which the poet 
generously allowed Roger to copy and introduce 
in the public schools on earth, as a substitute 
for the ''Soldier of the Legion" and "Excelsior," 
on Friday afternoons when scholars of rhetori- 
cal ability stand up in front of the teachers 
desk and with the aid of a series of gestures, 
"speak their little piece." 
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Roger was touched with the suggestion. 
Mumbling his thanks the pilgrim copied the 
following effusion: 

SIGNS OF THE PERIOD. 



[By Utt Wblleb Dbbxel ] 



At hotels the rural lodger stares at ^* Don't Blow Oat The Gas;" 
In public parks of tempting lawns all must **Keep Off The Grass." 
'^Tom and Jerry" are ^till practicing, in season at the bar, 
While * 'Farewell Tour" on billboards is the glimmer of the "star." 
At country fairs where premium fruit is piled in great array 
''Hands Off" is the injunction that all visitors must obey. 

At some cottage or a dingy flat, a widow drops a tear, 

As she tacks upon the outer wall the card " Plain Sewing Here;" 

While '^No Credit" at the bakers, in letters dazzling red, 

Is the sign that stands between her and a loaf of cherished bread; 

Yet impecunious mankind can drive hungry moods away 

By rushing to the ginmill that proclaims 'Tree Lunch To Day." 

*^No Smoking" causes smokers all a pang of deep regret; 

It rules out the choice Havana and the deadly cigarette. 

Men who chew finecut or plug sigh for an open door 

When their terror-stricken vision rests on " Don't Spit on the Floor. '» 

Everywhere, except in ballrooms, there is a great restraint 

That causes men, with nervous shrug, to all *' Beware of Paint." 

There is another sign kind reader, that has no lettered face. 

It hangs in gilded splendor o'er the door at ' 'uncle's" place : 

Three golden balls rei<plendent in rays of an autumn sun : 

It means two dollars interest for a loan of only one ; 

Pledges beneath its shadow are often made and broken, 

And he that signs the pawnshop pledge parts with a treasured token. 

8 
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A phrase that is familiar on pasteboard, fence or tin, 
Is the emblem of four simple words "For Sale— Inquire Within." 
Whilst scattered in profusion, in fact, almost shower-sent 
Appears in bright, entrancing hues, **Nice Furnished Rooms for 

Rent." 
In Sheol's clime of burning shores, where seething fires gleam , 
What pleasure it would be to see the sign of **Pure Ice Cream." 

Thus through life you wander, signs greet you here and there. 
Until your soul soars upward through a space of clouds and air ; 
Heaven's entrance has a mighty sign that causes sinners fear; 
It greets them at the golden gate; 'tis '<No Admittance Here." 
Then repentance has an inning, but, alas! 'tis oft too late, 
For the sign is unrelenting that hangs upon the gate. 

As Roger walked down the aisle he saw an 
exhibit of statues, some chiseled in marble, — 
others made from bronze. At the feet of each 
completed figure were the shattered fragments 
of old productions. 

One sculptor stood surveying the ruins of 
'*The Slave" and glancing now and then from 
the broken marble on the floor to the new figures 
upon which he had just placed the finishing 
touches, — a portrayal of the real, — a bit of mod- 
em sculpture, not as artistic as Amulet, but 
more life-like in its outlines. 

The statue of "The Slave" which had been 
moulded as the substitute for the ideal was not 
the figure of a woman with clanking chains 
upon her wrists, and]a face clouded with sorrow. 
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The new edition of * *The Slave" was a round 
shouldered woman in a well worn dress of 
cheap material, bending over a sewing machine 
in a sweater's shop beside a flickering kerosene 
lamp which stood like a spark from a funeral 
pyre, — a silent and unsympathetic witness of 
her abject poverty. 

Another revision of servitude consisted of a 
railway clerk in a local freight office, with his 
spine arched over a desk that would drive trade 
away from a furniture house if it ever was 
placed in the show window. This overworked 
and underpaid clerk was pictured as a man of in- 
telligence, — a splendid penman, — struggling be- 
neath a tomb of bills of lading that were being 
swiftly showered upon his desk. 

"Slaves of Habit" was a masterpiece in 
marble. It consisted of a group of men and 
women, each shackled to the ankle of a king 
upon whose crown was the single label, "Habit." 
One of the slaves at the feet of the monarch 
who has ruled for years over humanity, held a 
bottle of regulation hip pocket size in his hand. 
Another clutched a pipe containing opium. 
The third had a deck of cards in his hand. The 
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fourth carried a box of cigars under his arms 
and held a plug of tobacco in his liberated hand. 
This was the serf of Nicotine. 

*'True to life," commented Michel. The 
pilgrim echoed his sentiments. The sculptor 
bowed a grateful acknowledgment. 

* 'There is nothing in the Ten Commandments 
that says thou shalt not gamble, is there?'' 
asked Roger. *'No." The answer was short, 
sharp and decisive. 

'*There is also no injunction in the law of 
Moses against the use of tobacco," ventured 
Roger encouraged by the reply to his first ques- 
tion. 

**No," replied Michel with grave emphasis. 

"Incidentally speaking, there is also noth- 
ing on the sacred tablet which says thou shalt 
not indulge in liquor?" 

Michel gravely shook his head. The records 
were against an affirmative reply. 

'*They are bad habits, 'tis true," said Michel^ 
"the Ten Commandments, however, is the law 
of Heaven. The statute books on earth make 
criminals, but all criminals are not necessarily 
sinners. City ordinances make it a misd emeanor 
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to dump ashes in certain places; law can put a 
man in jail for contempt of court. Neither of 
the offenses is cardinal sin. Intemperance is 
often the foundation for greater crimes, but 
when confined strictly to a harmless indulgence 
in beverage, it is not chipping any stone off the 
tablet which was handed down to Moses. Total 
abstinence would mean a refusal of wine at 
Communion. " 

After a farewell glance at the celestial gal- 
lery, Roger and his companion returned to the 
highway. Pegasus was snorting with impa- 
tience. 

Roger placed his foot in the stirrup and was 
soon in the saddle. There was but a short dis- 
tance now intervening between the pilgrim and 
his destination. 

When the pilgrim and his guide once more 
reached the street of speeding souls, they en- 
countered a white gloved spirit of militant 
mien, in the full dress uniform of a National 
Guardsman. 

It was the soul of a young man, who like 
hundreds of others, caught the ' 'military itch" 
and thought that life was not complete without 
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joining the militia and having a few dozen pho- 
tographs taken in the uniform of citizen soldiery. 
The pictures looked nice, you know, in his best 
girl's album where the plain garb of the civilian 
was paled into insignificance alongside the 
dazzling display of brass buttons and a coat 
padded with Sandow stuffing. 

* 'Buried in his uniform," remarked Michel, 
''poor foolish youth, and victim of innate 
vanity." 

' 'He will have to discard that uniform at the 
gate. " 

"Keep your eyes straight ahead and don't 
look back after you pass yonder nymph of Temp- 
tation," continued the guide, as the pilgrim 
fixed his gaze upon what seemed to be a display 
of fireworks a short distance ahead. 

As Roger and his guide drew nearer they 

saw the figure of a woman in the prime of rare 

physical and personal beauty, reclining upon a 

velvet couch beneath a canopy of many bright 

colors. 

At her feet was a chain of fiowers, while 

crystals bedecked her hair and sparkled with 

bewildering radiance. Her lily white figure 



Wm 



THE IDEAL AND THE BEAL. 119 

was perfect in its symmetrical grace, magnified 
in its fascinating powers by an abbreviated 
remnant of gauze, not much larger than the 
average boarding house towel. 

' 'That is the nymph of Temptation, " whis- 
pered Michel, '*a thing of beauty, but not a joy 
forever, if you look back after once passing her. 
Every soul that looks back is at once trans- 
formed, — not into a pillar of salt like Lot's wife, 
— but into a star, — banished to be a sentinel in 
the sky forever, — a perpetual arc light. It will 
astonish you to know the number of men, who 
from force of habit, turn around after passing 
this beautiful dream of feminine loveliness and 
at once shoot like sky rockets into firmament 
duty. Men who make a practice of staring 
women out of countenance on earth, are trans- 
formed into meteors, shooting stars, comets and 
the like. People on earth don't see but a small 
section of starland. " 

Roger saw five masculine souls pass the 
nymph. Four of them became stars in rapid 
succession, and paid the penalty of their lustful 
glances. The fifth man had, during his life, 
visited St. Louis, Baltimore, Minneapolis, St. 
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Paul and Louisville, where pretty women were 
such a common sight, that the prize beauty 
of the cerulean canopy did not arouse his admi- 
ration and he escaped the fatal consequence. 

As the nymph was passed, Roger felt an irre- 
sistible desire to take a sly peep at the beauty, 
over his shoulder, but the thought of becoming 
a jet in the astronomical chandelier overcame 
his curiosity and he kept his eyes rigidly to the 
front. 

' * Well done, " came from the lips of Michel. 

"It is the first time I ever did it," candidly 
replied Roger. 

"All the more to your credit. When you 
return to the big ball of dirt below, kindly give 
the dudes a quiet tip that it would be well to 
stop ogling the girls so much, or the habit will 
become an incurable one. " 

Roger laughingly promised to do so, but 
shook his head somewhat regretfully. He 
thought of the unlimited expanse of starlight 
sure to follow the echoes of Gabriel's final 
blast on the trumpet that would call in all the 
boys in long tailed coats and creased trousers, 
—grandmasters in the art of mashing. 
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It would be ' 'day all day in the daytime and 
there would be no night" in the firmament, 
when this flock of souls passed and allowed the 
nymph's beauty to be the target of their tender 
glances of an admiration beyond control. 





CHAPTER XV. 



BY THE WAYSIDE. 




III^II^ICHEL pointed in silent admiration at 
the ghosts of a railway conductor, en- 
gineer and fireman skipping lightly down the 
main line of travel without ''danger signals.'^ 
Their earthly career had been ' 'abandoned" and 
they were now floating into a union depot of 
permanent happiness, where they would never 
have to run anything but trains of thought, — 
a country where "spotters" were an unknown 
quantity, and where employes would not be 
bound with a surplus supply of red tape and 
allopathic discipline. The railroaders were 
going into the hands of a Divine Keceiver at the 
gate. While in their past lives they had not 
been the incarnation of morals, their last act 
on earth was that of heroism, — a noble sacrifice 
of their lives in a railway wreck to save the 
passengers on the train which was in their 
custody. 
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When tender hands lifted the crushed and 
bleeding forms of these every-day heroes from 
the scalding steam, twisted iron and splintered 
fragments of the wreck, there was an unanimity 
of praise at the heroic fidelity with which they 
accepted certain death and stuck manfully at 
their post of duty to protect the lives entrusted 
to their care. This act expurgated past offenses. 

The news agent, in ethereal form floated past 
in the mighty throng. Spoken of coarsely on 
wordly trains as the ' 'butcher" and ' 'peanuts" 
by people who are not in touch with the Ian* 
guage of refinement, this student of human 
nature and Samaritan to tired travelers was 
indulging in a weird but vigorous whistle, a 
surviving trait of his earthly jovialty. 

The shoe clerk passed wearing a somewhat 
inquisitive look. He was keeping his optics on 
the alert for people with golden slippers, but 
had thus far made a fruitless survey. 

A dream-like face of sweet simplicity beamed 
amid the jostling panorama of phantoms. It 
was the dear summer girl, — the "self made man" 
in one sense of the word, judging from her in- 
fringement on the masculine style of appareL 
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Her cartwheel straw hat, nestled jauntily among 
a wealth of coquettish curls; she wore a man's 
collar and shirt front, upon which rested a four- 
in-hand scarf, while her waist and vest were in 
full consonance with a semi-masculine garb. 
A blue skirt and tan shoes completed the suit. 
The sweet summer girl, the indispensable ad- 
junct of tourist resorts, — gifted with personal 
€harms, and a depth of intelligence; familiar 
with contents of any page in novel literature; an 
expert at tennis; queen of conversationalists; 
in demand on the ball room programme, and 
fond of a romantic stroll beneath the poetical 
inspirations of the moonbeams, — what a lovely 
angel she would make, thought Roger, as the 
sweet summer girl glided toward the gates. 

Suddenly she stopped, and with a voice of 
social compass, asked the pilgrim if he was not 
a reporter from New York. 

Roger blushed modestly and nodded in the 
affirmative. 

' 'I see that you are a mortal, " said the sweet 
summer girl, * 'you will therefore doubtless re- 
turn to earth." 

"I hope so," responded Roger. 
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' 'Are you taking the names, and writing up 
toilets here, for your Sunday society column ?" 
queried the summer girl. 

"No, Miss," replied Roger somewhat meekly, 
"I may, however, mention some of those 
present. " 

"Be sure and get my name correct. I dislike 
newspaper notoriety, you know, but as a mere 
matter of form, I would like to see it in. Your 
files will show where I led the german at Mani- 
tou, was the belle of a season at Coronado 
Beach, wore ten engagement rings at Bar Har- 
bor and was regarded as a great catch at Lake 
Minnetonka." 

The sweet summer girl suddenly frowned at 
the thought that she was forever removed from 
Fashion's realm and the camping grounds of 
past pleasures. 

"Are there any dressmakers in Heaven?" she 
asked and turned with a look of imploring 
anxiety toward Michel. 

The guide's face was a study in austerity. 
He briefly replied that there were plenty of 
dressmakers within the domain of Divinity, but 



126 OFF THE FACE OF THE EARTH. 

they were on the retired list. Styles were 
staple there. 

The sweet summer girl retraced her steps to 
the center of the throng with a sigh of regret. 

The answer had pulled the curtains over the 
window panes of her soul and darkened every 
hope within. In another instant she was lost 
to sight. The heroine of a hundred conquests 
on worldly dress parades was simply now a high 
private in the rear rank. 

' 'Is that a tramp?" asked Roger as he next 
turned his attention to a spirit wearing a ragged 
coat and a pair of pants that were hopelessly 
divorced from the top of his rusty shoes. 

Before Michel could answer, the spirit of the 
wanderer turned around with a frown of 
wounded pride on a face impervious to soap. 

' 'Tramp? not much, " was his indignant reply 
with a look of withering scorn, ' 'I am a soldier 
in the Industrial army, — a Common wealer. In 
the bright lexicon of learning, the word *tramp' 
is obsolete. We formerly took a *hand out' at 
the back door. We were tramps then. The 
new idea is to form armies and be fed along the 
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line of march. We get pie at Omaha, thanks to 
Mr. Brandeis. No more dangerous rides on car 
hampers. We capture trains when we can't 
ride on public sentiment. See?" 

The Common wealer resumed his journey, ac- 
companied by his audacity, and left the pilgrim 
surveying his retreating form, with open- 
mouthed admiration. 

' 'What is the excitement down there in the 
middle of the road?" exclaimed Roger with a 
nervous shudder, as he witnessed a galaxy of 
ghosts clustering around a soul in the center 
of the excited throng. Many spiritual pilgrims 
seemed to be on their knees imploring favor; 
others were frantically clutching their garments 
and still another coterie was striving to whisper 
into the ears of the muchly sought spirit in 
the middle. The kneeling souls seemed to be 
well dressed and bore surface indications of 
having moved in recherche society when they 
were mortals. 

* *Look closely and you can easily guess the 
cause, " responded the guide. 

Roger drew Pegasus closer to the group. A 
quick glance revealed the soul of an ex-cab 
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driver, a typical metropolitan Jehu, in the 
center of the group. 

' 'Those cringing souls have recognized him 
in the grand march to the gates, " said Michel, 
"they are begging the hackman, who is the 
central figure, not to betray the facts of some of 
their past patronage on earth. They want some 
of the pages of their doings under the veil of 
Darkness, kept in absolved secrecy. " 





CHAPTER XVI. 



THEORY AND PRACTICE. 




fOGER and Michel now started on the 
last stretch of their pilgrimage. 

The air was laden with the perfume of roses, 
a climatic fragrance which the pilgrim inhaled 
with pleasure. 

A line of souls marching f our-a-breast behind 
an immense banner bearing the words ' 'Christ- 
ian Soldiers," was encountered on the way. 
The leader was a man yrith a sanctimonious 
countenance, which was now and then tinged 
with a trace of anxiety over the future. This 
commander brandished a sword upon whose 
steel face was burnished ' 'Modern Christianity. " 

At the sight of the pilgrim on his peerless 
steed of snowy white, accompanied by the flying 
guide whose wings never tired, the commander 
of the army of Modern Christianity halted his 
column and gave a military salute. 

' 'A word with thee, strangers, " said the com- 

9 
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mander as he stepped to the front and addressed 
Roger and Michel. 

The pilgrim brought his horse to a halt and 
listened to the conversation that followed with 
ears tingling with interest. 

' 'How far is it to Heaven?" was the question 
propounded by the Christian general. 

Michel assured him that it was but a short 
distance. 

' 'You are a Modern Christian, are you not?" 
interrogated Michel as he surveyed the leader 
of the churchmen's army. 

*'Iam." 

"Would you object to a brief cross-examina- 
tion?" asked Michel. 

"Certainly not," was the prompt reply. 

' 'Is it not true that modern church methods 
are more on the plan of theoretical Christianity 
than applied Christianity?" 

' 'In what manner?" 

"The members are familiar with the pre- 
cepts of the Bible, — the teachings of Grod's plan, 
are they not?" 

"Yes." 
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''Do they strictly apply that Christianity in 
their methods of life,^-in business particu- 
larly?" 

' 'I can't say that they do. It would disrupt 
business. " 

"Do they follow the Golden Rule or do they 
bow to the rule of gold." 

"I guess that the latter is largely observed," 
frankly replied the Christian; "the rule of the 
majority of Modern Christianity is to protect 
and increase treasures on earth as well as those 
in Heaven." 

' 'If the blessed Savior was on earth now and 
went penniless to a large city and his identity 
was unknown, would he not be ejected from a 
hotel if he had no money to pay for his board 
and lodging?" 

"Most likely. Some hard-hearted people 
might seek to have him arrested under the 
vagrancy act." 

"If his identity was known, what then?" 

"Society and the world would receive him 
with open arms. He would be dined and feted, 
given special trains, — in fact he would be the 
lion of the hour. " 
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' 'Is that discrimination in accordance with 
God's plan?" 

''I cannot say that it is." 

' 'Is it not true that no church choir is com- 
plete without jealousy among the singers." 

' 'Frequently so, good Michel. " 

' 'If a man would strike a Modern Christian 
on one cheek, would he turn the other to be 
punched?" 

"Not much. Especially in America. The 
attack would be resented by a prompt defense." 

'•Is it not true that a woman in rags or a 
man illy clad would not be in the bloom of 
popular favor among the aristocratic members 
of the church?" 

"Generally speaking, she would be snubbed." 

"Don't some ministers entertain prejudice 
toward members of their own flock?" 

"Often." 

"Don't some members sing 'Love One 
Another' in a loud voice, while at the same 
time they dislike their pastor or hate associate 
members of the church?" 

' 'I am forced to admit that too. " 
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"Don't some deacons pull out their watches 
during the delivery of a long sermon and snap 
them as a rebuke to the pastor?" 

'Tes." 

"Do Modern Christians all follow the rule 
that it is more blessed to give than receive?" 

The commander blushed for his followers 
and answered in the negative. 

"Isn't Easter Sunday generally regarded 
among most modern churchwomen as a day to 
display new bonnets and gowns?" 

A wave of horror swept over the general's 
face as he thought of the last millinery bill 
which he liquidated. 

"I'll guarantee that," was his fervent re- 
sponse. 

* 'Money is essential to friendship and com- 
merce on earth, is it not, generally speaking?" 

"It is. No money, — no friends in society." 

"Is it not true that the ambition to get 
money far exceeds the desire to get religion, in 
Modern Christian circles?" 

"Yes." 

* 'Is not religion frequently used as a tool in 
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the hands of some people, merely to advance 
their business interests or strengthen their 
social position in the communities in which 
they reside?" 

' 'Pardon my candor, but you are certainly 
correct. " 

"It is a regretable fact, but orthodox pre- 
cepts are strangers among many Christians 
of the nineteenth century. Churches, however, 
are safeguards to civilization; they do a vast 
amount of good, and contain some consistent 
members, a class that is in the minority. But 
candidly speaking, Tolstoi is, to a large extent, 
near the truth in his religious views. What is 
needed most, nowadays; is less theoretical and 
more applied Christianity. That is all. " 

The general saluted Michel and resumed his 
place at the head of the column. 

''Forward, march!" he shouted in stentorian 
tones, and there was an instant compliance with 
the command. He had decided not to retreat, 
but it was evident that Michel's cross-examina- 
tion had nerved him for an appeal for mercy at 
the gate. 
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Roger and Michel once more reBumed their 
journey. It was the beginning of the end. 
They were almost at their destination. 






CHAPTER XVII. 

A SISTERHOOD OF WHITE WINGS. 

tT LAST! 

The portals of Paradise in all their iri- 
descent glory were sighted. A beautiful picture 
with a boundless expanse of sky for a frame — 
an entrance circled with an enchanting bril- 
liancy that defied the descriptive powers of pen 
and pencil. 

A battalion of cherubims with flaming swords 
stood guard at the gate. Rejected souls were 
branded with this heated steel and sent in sor- 
row to the premier of Purgatory. 

Standing hand-in-hand in the concord of an- 
gelic dignity was a sisterhood op white wings, 
twelve in number, arrayed in robes of purity 
personifled and crowned with garlands of glory. 

These guardians of the gates were the su- 
preme jury which rendered a final verdict on 
the souls of humanity according to the evidence, 

d instructions from the Judge of Judges. 
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This sacred tribunal consisted of Faith, 
Honor, Hope, Charity, Truth, Justice, Virtue, 
Christianity, Peace, Love, Liberty and Friend- 
ship — the true heroines of life and favored 
angels of Heaven. 

Charity was the central figure of the group. 
At her feet was a cloak of generous width, orig- 
inally made to cover the sins of the world, but 
proving of such inadequate dimensions for that 
purpose, that it had been tossed aside as a hope- 
less misfit. 

Truth bore evidence of disfigurement, due 
to the frequency of being crushed to earth — 
but smiling with pride at the final triumph of 
a successful ascension. 

Justice, with evident impatience, was waiting 
to pronounce doom upon the heads of some ju- 
dicial weighmasters who had been tampering 
with her scales and giving false weights on 
earth. 

Hope had a pleasant smile for all. 

Liberty was there to emancipate the souls 
of brave men who had fallen on battlefields in 
defense of that endeared pennant of freedom — 
the red, white and blue. 



ji 
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"Where is St. Peter?" asked Roger with 
perplexity as he strived in vain to catch a 
glimpse of the venerable turnkey who for years 
had been the target of cheap originalities of the 
press and who had been pictured to the mind's 
eye as an old man with white whiskers flutter- 
ing, like lace curtains, in the lofty breezes, with 
a scarcity of hair on his dome of thought. 

' 'That is another popular myth — the product 
of imagination," responded the guide. "He 
is on the inside. It keeps the select sisterhood 
of twelve gatekeepers and a battalion of cheru- 
bims busy to guard the gates, and such a posi- 
tion is beyond the endurance of a solitary 
saint. " 

' *There is no working over-time in Heaven, " 
continued Michel with just a tincture of irony 
in his tone as he thought of taskmasters on 
earth. "Some employers below, work their 
men so late at night that these employes are 
afraid to go home for fear of meeting them- 
selves coming to work in the morning." 

"You are now at your journey's end," said 
the guide as the gates were reached. "You 
n go no farther as a mortal. It is useless to 
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attempt to pass the sacred line. These are my 
instructions. Now for the climax of your 
journey. Behold! The tableau of the Mil- 
lenium. " 

The arch of Paradise seemed to be illumi- 
nated with a rainbow of dazzling brilliance. 
The white-robed jury at the gate developed into 
goddesses of gigantic stature. 

Each head was surmounted with a halo of 
glorified radiance. 

In striking contrast, looking like pigmies as 
they sank on bended knees at the feet of the 
sacred tribunal and clasped their hands im- 
ploringly for mercy was another sisterhood, 
but their wings were red instead of white. 
The supplicants had just arrived from earth in 
command of the great army of sinners that had 
been summoned by the shrill blasts of 
Gabriel's trumpet. 

Cringing in terror, shrieking for clemency, 
were the red winged queens of Dishonesty, 
Temptation, Muedee, Malice, Immoeality, 
Dissipation, Geeed, Tempee, Hypoceicy, Vice, 
Slandee and Depeavity. 
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It was the unconditional surrender of sin. 

The Midway was jammed with recruits from 
every quarter of the globe. The crowd massed 
in suflEocating numbers at the gates and was 
kept at bay by the unsheathed swords of 
the guards until each soul's doom was pro- 
nounced by the tribunal at the Heavenly en- 
trance. 

''The world is a ball of fire now," said 
Michel, "the end has come. The sins of the 
first world were washed away with water, but 
the second world was so unalterably tough 
that it becomes necessary to fumigate it with 
flames. People in the first world lived longer 
than those of the second. Adam was 930 years 
old when he died and you know Mathusleh's 
record. Men only averaged sixty-five years in 
the second world and hence had a shorter time 
to repent. " 

Roger heard the echoes of crumbling walls, 
as they fell amid the roaring sea of fire on the 
doomed world below. The world trembled 
with the sound and to add to the complete de- 
struction, cyclones and earthquakes re-inforced 
the flames in their mad fury. 



1^ 



A SISTERHOOD OF WHITE WINGS. 141 

"What is to become of me?" shrieked Roger 
as he grabbed the hand of Michel, while hiB 
fjace blanched with horror. "The world is 
being destroyed, and here I am on the threshold 
of my fate, — a mortal. I am still alive and can 
not be admitted in the flesh. I can not return 
to a globe of smouldering ashes and view the 
charred bones of cremated millions. Here's a 
pretty pickle. Noah had company. I have 
none except the spiritual." 

"Ask Charity to let you in," suggested 
Michel. "Everybody endeavors to secure her 
influence for admission." 

"I'll do it," said Roger. 

With uncovered head the pilgrim dismount- 
ed and joined the prostrate throng at the feet 
of the sacred sisterhood, after showing his press 
badge to the Cherubims and thus securing per- 
mission to pass the guard lines. 

Charity grasped him by the coat collar and 
held him high in the air. 

"Pilgrim, perish the thought," said Charity 
in a manner that caused Roger's hair to assume 
a pompadour position; "your pencil can write 
of events that have met your vision, up to 
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gates of Heaven, — but there it must stop. Be- 
yond this line the subject is too sacred for your 
paper to touch. You will now be dropped to 
the smoking ruins of the world, — you will not 
be a survivor, but will be mashed into a Ger- 
man pancake beyond all semblance to human- 
ity. Then your soul will return to these gates 
and your final doom pronounced. " 

Roger's heart seemed to have broken loose 
from its moorings and drifted into the roof of 
his mouth. 

What a fate ! To be dropped like a letter 
down a mail box chute from a dizzy height, — 
hurled through a boundless area of clouds and 
then to fall into the arms of Mother Earth. 

The thought plunged him into a paralysis 
of terror, which terminated in a yell, beside 
which an Apache war whoop was a mere whis- 
per of insignificance, and then — Roger Rush 
AWOKE and found himself on the floor of his 
room, clutching violently at a bundle of bed 
clothes. The alarm clock on the dresser was 
enthusiastically calling attention to the fact 
that he was still a resident of New York, while 
Old Sol, high in the heavens, peeped askance 
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through the window and wore a smile of trans- 
continental width as Roger rubbed his eyes in 
relief, gave a yawn of liberal dimensions and 
exclaimed somewhat sheepishly : ' 'Pshaw ! It 

WAS ONLY A DREAM." 



THE END. 
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